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High  on  a  hill's  green  bosom  laid, 
At  ease,  my  careless  fkncy  stray'd, 

And  o'er  the  landscape  ran : 
Reviv'd,  what  scenes  the  seasons  show; 
And  weigh'd,  what  share  of  joy  or  woe 

Is  dooni'd  to  toiling  man. 

The  nibbling  flocks  around  me  bleat ; 
The  oxen  lowe  beneath  my  feet, 

Along  the  clover'd  dale ; 
The  golden  sheaves  the  reapers  bind. 
The  ploughman  whistles  near  behind, 

And  breaks  the  new-mown  vale. 

*  Hail,  Knowledge,  gift  of  Heaven !  (I  cried) 
Ev'n  all  the  gifts  of  Heaven  beside, 

Corapar'd  to  thee,  how  low  ! 
The  blessings  of  the  earth,  and  air, 
The  beasts  of  fold  and  forest  share, 

But  godlike  beings  know. 


2  KNOWLEDGE  :   AN  ODE. 

*  How  mean  the  short-liv'd  joys  of  sense; 
But  how  subHme  the  excellence 

Of  wisdoHj's  sacred  lore  ! 
In  death's  deep  shades  what  nations  lie, 
Yet  still  can  wisdom's  piercing  eye 

Their  mighty  deeds  explore. 

*  She  sees  the  little  Spartan  band, 
With  great  Leonidas,  withstand 

The  Asian  world  in  arms  ; 
She  hears  the  heavenly  sounds  that  hung 
On  Homer's  and  on  Plato's  tongue, 

And  glows  at  Tolly's  charms. 

*  The  wonders  of  the  spacious  sky 
She  penetrates  with  Newton's  eye, 

And  marks  the  planets  roll : 
The  human  mind  with  Locke  she  scans ; 
With  Cambray,  virtue's  fame  she  fans, 

And  lifts  to  Heaven  the  soul. 

*  How  matter  takes  ten  thousand  forms 
Of  metals,  plants,  of  men  and  worms, 

She  joys  to  trace  with  Boyle. 
This  life  she  deems  an  infant  state, 
A  gleam,  that  bodes  a  life  complete, 

Beyond  this  mortal  toil, 

*  What  numerous  ills  in  life  befall 
Yet  wisdom  leaJTis  to  scorn  them  all. 

And  arms  the  breast  with  steel : 
Ev'n  Death's  pale  face  no  horror  wears ; 
But,  ah!  what  horrid  pangs  and  fears 

Unknowing  wretches  feel! 
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<  That  breast  excels  proud  Opbir's  mines, 
And  fairer  than  the  morning  shines, 

Where  wisdom's  treasures  glow  : 
But,  ah  !  how  void  yon  peasant's  mind. 
His  thoughts  how  darkeu'd  and  confin'd, 

Nor  cares  he  more  to  know. 

<  The  last  two  tenants  of  the  ground, 
Of  ancient  times  his  history  bound  j 

Alas!  it  scarce  goes  higher: 
In  vain  to  him  is  Maro's  strain, 
And  Shakspeare's  magic  powers  in  vain  ; 

In  vain  is  Milton's  tire. 

*  Nor  sun  by  day,  nor  stars  by  night, 
Can  give  his  soul  the  grand  delight 

To  trace  Almighty  power: 
His  team  thinks  just  as  much  as  he 
Of  nature's  vast  variety, 

In  animal  and  flower.' 

As  thus  I  sung,  a  solemn  sound 
Accosts  mine  ear ;  I  look'd  around, 

And,  lo  !  an  ancient  sage, 
Hard  by  an  ivied  oak,  stood  near, 
That  fenc'd  tije  cave,  where  many  a  year 

Had  been  his  hermitage. 

His  mantle  grey  flow'd  loose  behind, 
His  snowy  beard  wav'd  to  the  wmd. 

And  added  solemn  grace  ; 
His  broad  bald  -front  gave  dignity, 
Attention  mark'd  his  Uvely  eye. 

And  Peace  smil'd  in  his  face. 
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He  beckon'd  with  his  wrinkled  hand ; 
My  ear  was  all  at  his  command, 
And  thus  the  sage  began : 

*  Godlike  it  is  to  know,  I  own  ; 
But,  oh  !  how  Httle  can  be  known 

By  poor  short-sighted  man. 

*  Go,  mark  the  schools  where  letter'd  pride^ 
And  star-crown'd  science,  boastful  guide, 

Display  their  fairest  light  j 
There,  led  by  some  pale  meteor's  ray, 
That  leaves  them  oft,  the  sages  stray, 

And  grope  in  endless  night. 

*  Of  wisdom  proud,  yon  sage  exclaims. 
Virtue  and  vice  are  merely  names, 

And  changing  every  hour  J 
Ashley!  how  loud  in  virtue's  praise  1 
Yet  Ashley  with  a  kiss  betrays, 

And  strips  her  of  her  dower. 

*  Hark,  Bolingbroke  his  God  arraigns  ; 
Hobbes  smiles  on  vice  ;  Descartes  maintain* 

A  godless  passive  cause : 
See  Bayle,  oft  slily  shifting  round, 
Would  fondly  fix  on  sceptic  groimd, 

And  change,  O  Truth  !  thy  laws. 

*  And,  What  the  joy  this  lore  bestows?— 
Alas,  no  joy,  no  hope  it  knows 

Above  what  bestials  claim  : 
To  quench  onr  noblest  native  fire, 
That  bids  to  nobler  worlds  aspire, 

Is  all  its  hope,  its  aim. 


KNOWLEDGE  :  AN  ODEk 

*  Not  Afiric's  wilds,  nor  Babel's  waste, 
Wbere  ignorance  her  tents  hath  plac'd, 

More  dismal  scenes  display  : 
A  scene  where  virtue  sickening  dies, 
Where  vice  to  dark  extinction  flies, 

And  spurns  the  future  day. 

<  Wisdom,  you  boast,  to  you  is  given  ; 
At  night  then  mark  the  fires  of  Heaven, 

And  let  thy  mind  explore ; 
Swift  as  the  Hghtning  let  it  fly 
From  star  to  star,  from  sky  to  sky^ 

Still,  still  are  millions  more. 

The  immense  ideas  strike  the  soul 
With  pleasing  horror,  and  control 

Thy  wisdom's  empty  boast : 
What  are  they? — Thou  canst  never  say : 
Then  silent  adoration  pay. 

And  be  in  wonder  lost. 

Say,  how  the  self-same  roots  produce 
The  wholesome  food  and  poisonous  juice  j 

And  adders,  balsams  yield  ? 
How  fierce  the  lurking  tiger  glares, 
How  mild  the  heifer  with  thee  shares 
The  labours  of  the  field  ? 

Why,  growling  to  his  den,  retires 
The  sullen  pard,  while  joy  inspires 

Yon  happy  sportive  lambs  ? 
Now  scatter'd  o'er  the  hiil  they  stray  ; 
Now  weary  of  their  gambling  play, 
All  single  out  their  dams. 
c 
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*  Instinct  directs— But  what  is  that? 
Fond  man,  thou  never  canst  say  what : 

Oh,  short  thy  searches  fall ! 
By  stunibhng  chance,  and  slow  degrees, 
The  useful  arts  of  men  increase, 

But  this  at  once  is  ail. 

*  A  trunk  first  floats  along  the  deep, 
Long  ages  still  improve  the  ship, 

Till  she  commands  the  shore ; 
But  never  bird  improv'd  her  nest. 
Each,  all  at  once  of  powers  possess'd. 

Which  ne'er  can  rise  to  more. 

*  That  down  the  steep  the  waters  tiow. 
That  weight  descends,  we  see,  we  know, 

But  why,  can  ne'er  explain  : 
Then,  humbly  weighing  Nature's  laws, 
To  God's  high  will  ascribe  the  cause, 

And  own  thy  wisdom  vain. 

*  For  still  the  more  thou  know'st,  the  more 
Shalt  thou  the  vanity  deplore 

Of  all  thy  soul  can  find : 
This  life  a  sickly  woful  dream, 
A  burial  of  the  soul  will  seem, 

A  palsy  of  the  mind. 

*  Though  knowledge  scorns  the  peasant's  fear 
Alas  !  it  points  the  secret  spear 

Of  many  a  nameless  woe. 
Thy  delicacy  dips  the  dart 
In  rankling  gall,  and  gives  a  smart 

Beyond  what  he  can  know. 
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*  How  happy  then  the  simple  mind 
Of  yon  unknown  and  labouring  hind, 

Where  all  is  smiling  peace  ! 
No  thoughts  of  more  exalted  joy 
His  present  blLss  one  hour  destroy, 

Nor  rob  one  moment's  ease. 

*  The  stings  neglected  merit  feels, 
The  pangs  the  virtuous  man  conceals, 

When  crush'd  by  wayward  fate  ; 
These  are  not  found  beneath  his  roof, 
Against  them  all  securely  proof, 

Heaven  guards  his  humble  state. 

*  Knowledge  or  wealth  to  few  are  given, 
But,  mark,  how  just  the  ways  of  Heaven  ! 

True  joy  to  all  is  free  : 
Nor  wealth,  nor  knowledge,  grant  the  boon  3 
'Tis  thine,  O  Conscience  !  thine  alone. 

It  all  belongs  to  thee. 

*  Bless'd  in  thy  Mniles  the  shepherd  lives  ; 
Gay  is  his  morn  ;  his  evening  gives 

Content  and  sweet  repose  : 
Without  them — ever,  ever  cloy'd, 
To  sage  or  chief,  one  weary  void 

Is  all  that  life  bestows. 

*  Then  would'st  thou,  mortal,  rise  divine. 
Let  innocence  of  soul  be  thine, 

With  active  goodness  Join'd  : 
My  heart  shall  then  confess  thee  bless'd, 
And,  ever  Uvely,  joyful  taste 

The  pleasures  of  the  mind.' 
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So  spake  the  sage My  heart  replied, 

*  How  poor,  how  blind,  is  human  pride  j 

All  joy  liow  false  and  vain  ; 
But  that  from  conscious  worth  which  flows, 
Which  gives  the  death-bed  sweet  repose, 

And  hopes  an  after  reign!' 


ELEGIES, 


A  NIGHT  PIECE. 


The  scene  is  an  old  chnrch-yard,  (uow  the  principal  street  of 
the  city  of  Edinburgh)  where  the  famous  Buchanan,  and 
some  of  the  most  celebrated  personages  of  his  age  and  nation, 
Jie  interred. 


So  now,  tlte  doors  are  sliut ;  the  busy  hand 
Of  industry  suspends  her  toil  awhile, 
And  solemn  silence  reigns ;  the  men  of  law 
Nor  throng  the  passage  to  the  wrangling  bar, 
Nor  clients,  walking  o'er  the  pavement,  curse 
Their  cause's  long  delay.    The  labourer 
Lies  wrapt  in  sleep,  his  brawny  nerves  unbrac'd. 
Gathering  new  vigour  for  to-morrow's  toil. 
And  happy  he  who  sleeps  !  Perhaps,  just  now, 
The  modest  widow,  and  the  weak  old  man, 
Fainting  with  want,  recline  the  languid  head  j 
While  o'er  their  riotous  debauch,  the  rout 
Of  Bacchanahans,  with  impetuous  laugh, 
Applaud  the  witless  but  euvenom'd  jest. 
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At  yon  dim  taper,  poring  o'er  his  bonds, 
Or  copious  rent-roll,  crooked  avarice  sits ; 
Or,  sleepless,  on  his  tawdry  bed  revolves 
On  plans  of  usury.     Oh,  thrice  dire  disease  ! 
Unsocial  madness !  Wherefore  all  this  care. 
This  lust  of  gold,  that  from  the  mind  excludes 
All  thought  of  duty  or  to  God  or  man? 
An  heir  debauch'd,  who  wishes  nothing  more 
Than  the  old  dotard  dead,  shall  throw  it  all 
On  whores  and  dogs  away  ;  then,  cursing  life, 
That  naught  but  scoundrel  poverty  affords, 
By  his  own  hand  a  mangled  carcass  falls. 

Now,  smoking  with  unhallow'd  fires,  the  sons 
Of  brutal  riot  stroll  along  the  streets. 
Scenting  the  prostitutes  :  perhaps  the  son 
Of  some  well-meaning  countryman,  entic'd 
By  lewd  companions,  midnight  orgies  holds, 
Kennels  with  some  abominable  wretch. 
Contracting  foul  disease  ;  one  day  to  strike 
His  hopeless  parents'  hearts  with  biting  grief, 
And  o'er  their  reverend  hoary  cheeks  to  pour 
The  sad  parental  tear. 

Behold  how  grand  the  lady  of  the  night, 
The  silver  moon,  with  majesty  divine, 
Emerges  from  behind  yon  sable  cloud  ; 
Around  her  all  the  spacious  heavens  glow 
With  living  fires !  In  the  pale  air  sublime, 
Saint  Giles's  column  rears  its  ancient  head. 
Whose  builders  many  a  century  ago 
Were  moulder'd  into  dust.     Now,  O  my  soul, 
Be  fill'd  with  sacred  awe!  I  tread  above 
The  chiefs  of  ancient  days,  great  in  the  works 
Of  peace,  and  dreadful  in  the  ranks  of  war, 
Whose  maiily  iiainess'd  breasts  and  nervous  arms 
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Stood  as  the  brazen  bahvaiks  of  the  land  ;  [sons 
But  now,  in  death's  blank  courts,  mix'd  with  the 
Of  basest  deeds  ;  and  now  unknown  as  they. 

Where  now,  ye  learn'd,  the  hope  of  all  your  ra^e 
And  bitter  spleen?  Ye  statesmen,  where  the  meed 
Of  all  your  toils,  and  victims  at  the  shrine 
Of  wild  ambition  ?  Active  Moray's  bones 
With  Errol's  dust  in  dreary  silence  rest: 
The  sly  Buchanan  and  th.e  zealous  Knox 
Mingle  their  ashes  in  the  peaceful  grave 
With  Romish  priests,  and  hapless  ulary's  friends. 
No  quarrel  now,  no  holy  frauds  distmb 
The  slumber  of  the  dead.     Yet  let  me  ask. 
And  awful  is  the  question,  where,  oh  where, 
Are  the  bright  minds,  that  once  to  mighty  deeds 
The  clay  that  now  I  tread  above  inspir'd  ? 
Hah !  -'twas  a  flash  of  fire  !  how  bright  it  shone  t 
How  soon  it  was  no  more  !  such  is  the  life, 
The  transient  life  of  man  :  awhile  he  breathes, 
Then  in  a  little  with  his  mother  earth 
Lies  mix'd,  and  known  no  more.  Even  his  own  race 
Forget  his  name ;  and  should  the  sound  remain, 
Ah,  let  ambition  sicken  at  the  thought ! 
Dull  as  a  twice-told  tale  it  meets  the  ear. 

Founders  of  states,  their  countries'  saviours,  lie 
In  dark  oblivion  :  others  only  live 
In  fables  wild  and  vague.     Our  hoary  sires. 
Who  saw  the  wave  of  Marlborough's  sword  decide 
The  fate  of  Europe  and  her  trembliog  kings. 
Relate  his  actions  as  a  monkish  tale 
Without  concern  :  and  soon  the  days  shall  co.me-, 
W^hen  Prussia's  hinds  shall  wild  adventures  tell 
Of  Frederic  and  his  brothers^  such  as  oft 
The  British  labourer,  by  winter's  tire, 
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Tells  to  his  wondering  children,  of  the  feats 
Of  Arthur  and  his  knights,  and  Celtic  wars. 

Say,  ye  immortal  sous  of  Heaven,  who  rule 
This  nether  world,  who,  from  old  Nimrod's  days, 
Down  to  the  present,  have  beheld  the  fate 
Of  emperors  and  kings,  say,  which  the  life 
The  ever  conscious  shade  will  like  to  own? 
Does  Caesar  boast  of  his  immortal  name. 
How,  wading  through  the  blood  of  millions,  he 
Enslav'd  his  country  r  No :  he  drops  the  head. 
And  imprecates  oblivion  to  enwrap 
The  horrid  tale.     Not  so  poor  Socrates  : 
With  everlasting  smiles  he  humbly  owns 
The  life,  that  was  a  blessing  to  mankind. 

The  heroes,  whose  unconquerable  souls 
Would  from  their  country's  interests  never  flinch, 
Look  down  with  sweet  complacence  on  the  realms 
Their  valour  sav'd.     O  Wallace,  patriot  chief! 
Who  durst  alone  thy  country's  right  assert ; 
Betray'd  and  sworn  away  by  all  but  thee. 
And  tliou,  great  Bruce,  who  many  a  doubtful  day, 
For  thy  enslav'd  and  groaning  country's  sake, 
Stray'd  o'er  the  solitary  hills  of  Lorn ; 
Say,  what  bold  ecstasies,  heroic  joys. 
Your  mighty  souls  inspire,  when  you  behold 
A  nation  to  this  day  bless'd  by  your  arms  ! 
And  such  the  recompensing  heaven  of  those, 
The  happy  few,  who,  truly  great  of  soul. 
Are  masters  of  themselves  ;  who  patient  wait 
Till  virtue's  endless  sabbath  shall  arrive. 
When  vice  shall  reign  no  more,  and  virtue  bleed 
And  weep  no  more ;  when  every  honest  pang 
Their  hearts  have  felt,  and  mourn'd  their  efforts  vain, 
Shall  yield  high  joy,  when  God  himself  applauds  t 
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POLLIO, 

WRITTEN  IN  A  WOOD  NEAR  ROSLIN-CA.STLE,  1762. 

Haec  Jovem  sentire  Deosque  cunctos 
Spem  bonani  cei  tamque  domam  reporto.— . 

HORAT. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

It  has  been  often  said,  that  fiction  is  the  most 
proper  field  for  poetry.  If  it  is  always  so,  the 
writer  of  tJiis  little  piece  acknowledges  it  is  a  cir- 
cumstance against  him.  The  followini;  Elegy  was 
first  suggested,  and  the  ideas  contained  in  it  raised, 
on  revisiting  the  ruins  and  woods  that  had  been  the 
scene  of  his  early  amusements  with  a  deserving 
brother,  who  died  in  his  twenty-first  year. 


'  The  peaceful  evening  breathes  her  balmy  store  ; 
I  The  playful  school-boys  wanton  o'er  the  green; 
I  Where  spreading  poplars  shade  the  cottage-door, 
j      The  villagers  in  rustic  joy  convene. 

i|  Amid  the  secret  windings  of  the  wood, 
;      With  solemn  meditation  let  me  stray  ; 
jl  This  is  the  hour  when,  to  the  wise  and  good, 
j     The  heavenly  maid  repays  the  toils  of  day. 

The  river  murmurs,  and  the  breathing  gale 
Whispers  the  gently-waving  boughs  among ; 

The  star  of  evening  glimmers  o'er  the  dale, 
And  leads  the  silent  host  of  heaven  along. 
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How  bright,  emerging  o'er  yon  broom-clad  height, 
The  silver  empress  of  the  night  appears ! 

Yon  limpid  pool  reflects  a  stream  of  light, 
And  faintly  in  its  breast  the  woodland  bears* 

The  waters,  tumbling  o'er  their  rocky  bed. 
Solemn  and  constant,  from  yon  dell  resound  ; 

The  lonely  hearths  blaze  o'er  the  distant  glade  j 
The  bat,  low- wheeling,  skims  the  dusky  ground. 

August  and  hoary,  o'er  the  sloping  dale 

The  gothic  abbey  rears  its  sculptur'd  towers  ; 

Dull  through  the  roofs  resounds  the  whistling  gale; 
Dark  solitude  among  the  pillars  lours. 

Where  yon  old  trees  bend  o'er  a  place  of  graves, 
And,  solemu,  shade  a  chapel's  sad  remains ; 

Where  yon  scath'd  poplar  through  the  window 
waves, 
And,  twining  round,  the  hoary  arch  sustains; 

There  oft,  at  dawn,  as  one  forgot  behind, 
Who  longs  to  follow,  yet  unknowing  where, 

Some  hoary  shepherd,  o'er  his  staff  reclin'd, 
Pores  on  the  graves,  and  sighs  a  broken  prayer. 

High  o'er  the  pines,  that  with  their  darkening  shade, 
Surround  yon  craggy  bank,  the  castle  rears 

Its  crimibling  turrets :  still  its  towery  head 
A  warlike  mien,  a  sullen  grandeur  wears. 

So,  midst  the  snow  of  age,  a  boastful  air 

Still  on  the  war-worn  veteran's  brow  attends ; 

Still  his  big  bones  his  youtiiful  prime  declare, 
Though,  trembling,  o'er  the  feeble  crutch  he 
bends. 
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Wild  round  the  gates  the  dusky  wall-flowers  creep. 
Where  oft  the  knights  the  beauteous  dames  have 

Gone  is  the  bower,  the  grot  a  ruin'd  heap,  [led; 
Where  bays  and  ivy  o'er  the  fragments  spread. 

'Twas  here  our  sires,  exulting  from  the  fight, 
Great  in  their  bloody  arms,  march'd  o'er  the  Lea, 

Eying  their  rescued  fields  with  proud  delight ; 
Now  lost  to  them  !  and,  ah,  how  chang'd  to  me  \ 

This  bank,  the  river,  and  the  fanning  breeze, 

The  dear  idea  of  my  Pollio  bring; 
So  shone  the  moon  through  these  soft  nodding  trees, 

When  here  we  wander'd  in  the  eves  of  spring. 

When  April's  smiles  the  flowery  lawn  adorn, 
And  modest  cowslips  deck  the  streamlet's  side  ; 

When  fragrant  orchards  to  the  roseate  morn 
Unfold  their  bloom,  in  heaven's  own  colours  dy'd  : 

So  fair  a  blossom  gentle  Pollio  wore, 

These  were  the  emblems  of  his  healthful  mind  ; 

To  him  the  letter'd  page  display'd  its  lore, 
To  him  bright  fancy  all  her  wealth  resign'd  : 

Him,  with  her  purest  flames,  the  Muse  endow'd, 
Flames,  never  to  the'  illiberal  thought  allied  j 

The  sacred  Sisters  led  where  virtue  glow'd 
In  all  her  charms  ;  he  saw,  he  felt,  and  died. 

Oh,  partner  of  my  infant  griefs  and  joys ! 

Big^  with  the  scenes  now  past,  my  heart  o'erflows. 
Bids  each  endearment,  fair  as  once,  to  rise, 

And  dwells  luxuiious  on  her  melting  woes. 
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Oft  with  the  rising  sun,  when  life  was  new, 
Along  the  woodland  have  I  roam'd  with  thee ; 

Oft  by  the  moon  have  brush'd  the  evening  dew, 
When  all  was  fearless  innocence  and  glee. 

The  sainted  well,  where  yon  bleak  hill  declines, 
Has  oft  been  conscious  of  those  happy  hours  ; 

But  now  the  hill,  the  river  crown'd  with  pines, 
And  sainted  well,  have  lost  their  cheering  powers : 

For  thou  art  gone — My  guide,  my  friend,  oh!  where, 
Where  hast  thou  fled,  and  left  me  here  behind? 

My  tenderest  wish,  my  heart  to  thee  was  bare. 
Oh,  now  cut  off  each  passage  to  thy  mind ! 

How  dreary  is  the  gulf,  how  dark,  how  void, 
Tlie  trackless  shores  that  never  were  repast ! 

Dread  separation  !  on  the  depth  untried 
Hope  falters,  and  the  soul  recoils  aghast. 

Wide  round  the  spacious  heavens  I  cast  my  eyes  j 
And  shall  these  stars  glow  with  immortal  fire, 

Still  shine  the  lifeless  glories  of  the  skies, 
And  could  thy  bright,  thy  living  soul  expire? 

Far  be  the  thought — the  pleasures  most  sublime, 
The  glow  of  friendship,  and  the  virtuous  tear. 

The  towering  wish  that  scorns  the  bounds  of  time, 
Chill'd  in  this  vale  of  death,  but  languish  here  : 

So  plant  the  vine  on  Norway's  wintry  land. 
The  languid  stranger  feebly  buds,  and  dies ; 

Yet  there's  a  clime  where  virtue  shall  expand, 
With  godlike  strength,  beneath  her  native  skies. 
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The  lonely  shepherd  on  the  mountain's  side 
With  patience  waits  the  rosy  opening  day ; 

The  mariner,  at  midnight's  darksome  tide, 
With  cheerful  hope  expects  the  morning  ray  : 

Thus  I,  on  life's  storm-beaten  ocean  tost. 
In  mental  vision  view  the  happy  shore, 

Where  PoHio  beckons  to  the  peaceful  coast, 
Where  fate  and  death  divide  the  friends  no  more. 

Oh,  that  some  kind,  some  pitying  kindred  shade, 
Who  now,  perhaps,  frequents  this  solemn  grove, 

Would  tell  the  awful  secrets  of  the  dead. 
And  from  my  eyes  the  mortal  film  remove ! 

Vain  is  the  wish — yet  surely  not  in  vain 
jMan's  bosom  glows  with  that  celestial  fire, 

Which  scorns  earth's  luxuries,  which  smiles  at  pain, 
And  wings  his  spirit  with  sublime  desire. 

To  fan  this  spark  of  heaven,  this  ray  divine, 
Still,  oh,  my  soul !  still  be  thy  dear  employ  ; 

Still  thus  to  wander  through  the  shades  be  thine, 
And  swell  thy  breast  with  visionary  joy : 

8u,  to  the  dark-brow'd  wood,  or  sacred  mount, 
In  ancient  days,  the  holy  seers  retir'd. 

And,  led  in  vision,  drank  at  Siloe's  fount, 
While  rising  ecstasies  thehr  bosoms  fir'd ; 

Restor'd  creation  bright  before  them  rose, 
The  burning  deserts  smil'd  as  Eden's  plains, 

One  friendly  shade  the  wolf  and  lambkin  chose, 
The  tlowery  mountains  sung,  <  iMessiah  reigns !' 
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Though  fainter  raptures  my  cold  breast  inspire. 
Yet  let  me  oft  frequent  this  solemn  scene, 

Oft  to  the  Abbey's  shatter'd  walls  retire, 

What  time  the  moonshine  dimly  gleams  between. 

There,  where  the  Cross  in  hoary  ruin  nods, 

And  weeping  yews  o'ershade  the  letter'd  stones, 

While  midnight  silence  wraps  these  drear  abodes. 
And  soothes  me  wandering  o'ermy  kindred  bones, 

Let  kindled  fancy  view  the  glorious  morn. 

When  from  the  bursting  graves  the  just  shall  rise, 

All  nature  smiling,  and,  by  angels  borne, 
Messiah's  Cross  far  blazing  o'er  the  skies. 


MARY,  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS. 


Quod  tibi  \Uie  sors  detraxit, 
Fama  adjiciet  posthnma  laudi ; 
Nosiiis  longum  tu  dolor  et  honor. 

BUCHANAN. 


The  balmy  zephyrs  o'er  the  woodland  stray. 
And  gently  stir  the  bosom  of  the  lake  : 

The  fawns  that  panting  in  the  covert  lay, 

Now  through  the  gloomy  park  their  revels  take. 

Pale  rise  the  rugged  hills  that  skirt  the  north. 
The  wood  glows  yellow'd  by  the  evening  rays. 

Silent  and  beauteous  flows  tlie  silver  Forth, 

And  Annan    murmuiiug    through    the  willows 
strays. 
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But,  ah !  what  nieaus  this  silence  in  the  grove, 
Wliere  oft  the  wild  notes  sooth'd  the  love-sick 
boy? 

Why  cease  in  ?vlary's  bower  the  songs  of  love  ? 
The  songs  of  love,  of  innocence,  and  joy  ! 

When  bright  the  lake  reflects  the  setting  ray. 
The  sportive  virgins  tread  the  flowery  green ; 

Here  by  the  moon  full  oft  in  cheerful  May, 
The  merry  bride-maids  at  the  dance  are  seen. 

Bnt  who  these  nymphs  that  through  the  copse  ap- 
pear, 

In  robes  of  white  adorn'd  wth  violet  blue? 
Fondly  with  purple  flowers  they  deck  yon  bier. 

And  wave  in  solemn  pomp  the  boughs  of  yew. 

Supreme  in  grief,  her  eye  confus'd  with  woe, 
Appears  the  Lady  of  the'  aerial  train, 

Tall  as  the  silvan  goddess  of  the  bow, 
And  fair  as  she  who  wept  Adonis  slain. 

Such  was  the  pomp  when  Gilead's  virgin-baud, 
Wandering  by  Judah's  flowery  mountains,wept, 

And  with  fair  Iphis,  by  the  hallow'd  strand 
Of  Siloe's  brook,  a  mournful  sabbath  kept. 

By  the  resplendent  cross  with  thistles  twin'd, 
'Tis  Marys  guardian  Genius  lost  in  woe  : 

*  Ah,  say,  what  deepest  wrongs  have  thus  combin'd 
To  heave  with  restless  sighs  thy  breast  of  snow  r 

Oh,  stay,  ye  Dryads,  nor  uufinish'd  fly 
Your  solemn  rites !  Here  comes  no  foot  profane  : 
The  Muse's  son,  and  hallow'd  is  his  eye, 

Implores  your  stay,  implores  to  join  the  strain. 


so  ELEGIES^ 

*  See,  from  her  cheek  the  glowing  Hfe-bhish  flies ! 

Alas,  what  falterinc;  sounds  of  woe  be  these ! 
Ye  nymphs,  wlio  fondly  watch  her  languid  eyes, 
Oh,  say  what  music  will  her  soul  appease !' 

*  Resound  the  solemn  dirge,  (the  nymphs  reply) 

And  let  the  turtles  moan  in  Mary's  bower  j 
Let  grief  indulge  her  grand  sublimity, 
And  melancholy  wake  her  melting  power  j 

*  For  art  has  triumph'd — art  that  never  stood 

On  honour's  side,  or  generous  transport  knew, 
Has  dy'd  its  haggard  hands  in  Mary's  blood, 
And  o'er  her  fame  has  breath'd  its  bhghting  dew. 

*  But  come,  ye  nymphs,  ye  woodland  spirits,  come, 

And  with  funereal  flowers  your  tresses  braid. 
While  in  this  hallow'd  bower  we  raise  the  tomb, 
And  consecrate  the  song  to  Mary's  shade. 

*  O  sing  what  smiles  her  youthful  morning  wore, 

Her's  every  charm,  and  every  loveliest  grace, 
When  nature's  happiest  touch  could  add  no  more 
Heaven  lent  an  angel's  beauty  to  her  face. 

*  Oh  !  whether  by  the  moss-grown  bushy  dell. 

Where  from  the  oak  depends  the  misletoe. 
Where  creeping  ivy  shades  the  druid's  cell. 
Where  from  the  rock  the  gurgling  waters  flow : 

*  Or,  whether  sportive  o'er  the  covpslip  beds. 

You  through  the  fairy  dales  of  Teviot  glide. 
Or  brush  the  primrose  banks,  while  Cynthia  sheds 
Her  silvei^  light  o'er  Esk's  translucent  tide ; 


ELEGIES. 

Hither,  ye  gentle  guardians  of  the  fair, 

By  virtue's  tears,  by  weeping  beauty,  come! 

Unbind  the  festive  robes,  unbind  the  hair, 
And  wave  the  cypress  bough  at  Mary's  tomb. 

*  And,  come,  ye  fleet  magicians  of  the  air, 

(The  mournful  Lady  of  tlie  chorus  cried) 
Your  airy  tints  of  baleful  hue  prepare, 
And  through  this  grove  bid  Mary's  fortunes  glide: 

*  And  let  the  songs,  with  solemn  harpings  join'd, 

And  wailing  notes,  unfold  the  tale  of  woe  !' 
She  spoke,  and  waking  through  the  breathing  wind, 
From  lyres  unseen  the  solemn  harpings  flow. 

The  sons  began — *  How  bright  her  early  morn  I 
What  lasting  joys  her  smiling  fate  portends! 

To  wield  the  awful  British  sceptres  born! 

And  Gaul's  young  heir  her  bridal  bed  ascends. 

See  round  her  bed,  light  floating  on  the  air, 
The  little  loves  their  purple  wings  display ; 

When,  sudden  skrieking  at  the  dismal  glare 
Of  funeral  torches,  far  they  speed  away. 

Far  with  the  loves  each  blissful  omen  speeds, 
Her  eigliteenth  April  hears  her  wldow'd  moan, 

The  bridal-bed  the  sable  hearse  succeeds, 

And  struggling  factions  shake  her  native  throne. 

No  more  a  goddess  in  the  swimming  dance, 

May'st  thou,  O  Queen !  thy  lovely  form  display  ; 

No  more  thy  beauty  reign  the  ciiarni  of  France, 
Nor  in  Parisian  bowei-s  outshine  the  Jay. 
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For  the  cold  north  the  trembhng  sails  are  spread  ; 

All,  what  drear  horrors  gliding  through  thy  breast 
While  from  thy  weeping  eyes  fair  Gallia  fled, 

Thy  future  woes  in  boding  sighs  confess'^  * ! 

A  nation  stern,  and  stubborn  to  command, 
And  now  convuls'd  with  faction's  fiercest  rage, 

Commits  its  sceptre  to  thy  gentle  hand, 
And  asks  a  bridle  from  thy  tender  age.' 

As  weeping  thus  they  sung,  the  omens  rose, 
Her  native  shore  receives  the  mournful  Queen  : 

November  wind  o'er  the  bare  landscape  blows, 
In  hazy  gloom  the  sea-wave  skirts  the  scene. 

The  House  of  Holy  Rood,  in  sullen  state, 

I>leak  in  the  shade  of  rude  piid  rocks  appears  ; 

Cold  on  the  mountain's  side,  type  of  her  fate, 
Its  shatter'd  walls  a  Romisli  chapel  rears. 

No  nodding  grove  here  waves  the  sheltering  bough 
O'er  the  dark  vale,  prophetic  of  her  reign: 

Beneath  the  curving  mountain's  craggy  brow 
The  dreary  echoes  to  the  gales  complain. 

*  The  uuliappy  Mary,  in  her  infancy,  was  sent  to  France  to 
the  care  ot  her  molhei-'s  family,  the  House  of  Guise.  The 
French  court  was  at  that  time  the  gayest  and  most  gallant  of 
Europe.  Here  the  Princess  of  Scotland  was  educated  witii  all 
the  distinction  due  to  litr  high  rank ;  and  as  soon  as  years 
would  allow,  she  was  married  to  the  Dauphin,  afterwards 
Prancis  II.  and  on  the  death  of  this  monarch,  which  closed  a 
short  reiijn,  the  politics  of  the  House  of  Guise  required  the  re- 
turn of  the  young  Queen  to  Scotland.  She  left  France  with 
tears,  and  the  utmost  reluctance ;  and  on  her  landing  in  her 
native  kingdom,  the  different  appearance  of  the  country  awak- 
ened ail  her  regret,  and  affected  her  with  a  melancholy  which 
«een)cd  to  forebotJc  her  futur«  misforttuies. 
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Beneath  the  gloomy  clouds  of  rolling  smoke, 
The  high  pil'd  city  rears  her  gothic  towers; 

The  stern  brow'd  castle,  from  his  lofty  rock, 
Looks  scornful  down,  and  fix'd  defiance  lours  ^. 

Domestic  bliss,  that  dear,  that  sovereign  joy. 
Far  from  her  heart  was  seen  to  speed  away ; 

•Straight  dark-browM  factions  entering  in,  destroy 
The  seeds  of  peace,  and  mark  her  for  their  prey. 

No  more  by  moonshine  to  the  nuptial  bower 
Her  Francis  comes,  by  love's  soft  fetters  led; 

Far  other  spouse  now  wakes  her  midnight  hour  ^, 
Eurag'd,  and  reeking  from  the  harlot's  bed. 

'Ah!  draw  the  veil!'  shrill  trembles  through  the 
air : — 

The  veil  was  drawn — but  darker  scenes  arose, 
Anotiier  nuptial  couch  '^  the  fates  prepare. 

The  baleful  teeming  source  of  deeper  woes. 

The  bridal  torch  her  evil  angel  wav'd. 

Far  from  the  couch  offended  prudence  fled  ; 

Of  deepest  crimes  deceitful  faction  rav'd, 
And  rous'd  her  trembling  from  the  fatal  bed. 

2  These  circamstances,  descriptive  of  the  environs  of  Holy 
Rood  House,  are  local ;  yet,  however  drear}'  the  unimproved 
November  view  may  appear,  the  connoisseur  in  gardening  will 
perceive  that  plantation,  and  the  efforts  of  art,  conld  easily  con- 
yert  the  prospect  into  an  agreeable  and  noost  romantic  summer 
landscape. 

3  Lord  Darnley,  the  handsomest  man  of  his  a^e,  but  a  worth- 
iess  debauchee  of  no  ahilities. 

4  Her  marriage  with  the  Eart  of  Bolhwell,  an  unpiiQcipled 
politician  of  great  address. 
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The  hinds  are  seen  in  arms,  and  glittering  spears, 
Instead  of  crooks,  the  Grampian  shepherds  wield  j 

Fanatic  raiie  the  plou<;]niian's  visage  wears, 
And  red  with  slaughter  lies  the  harvest  field. 

From  Borthwick-field,  deserted  and  forlorn, 
The  beauteous  Queen,  all  tears,  is  seen  to  fly  ; 

Now,  through  the  streets  ^  a  weeping  captive  borne, 
Her  woe  the  triumph  of  the  vulgar  eye. 

Again,  the  vision  shifts  the  woful  scene ; 

Again,  forlorn,  from  rebel  arms  she  flies. 
And,  unsuspecting,  on  a  sister-Queen, 

The  lovely  injur'd  fugitive  relies. 

When  wisdom,  baffled,  owns  the'  attempt  in  vain, 
Heaven  oft  delights  to  set  the  virtuous  free  ; 

Some  friend  appears,  and  breaks  affliction's  chain : 
But,  ah,  no  generous  friend  appears  for  thee ! 

A  prison's  ghastly  walls  and  grated  cells 
Deform'd  the  airy  scenery  as  it  past ; 

The  haunt  where  listless  melancholy  dwells, 
Where  every  genial  feeling  sinks  aghast. 

No  female  eye  her  sickly  bed  to  tend^ ! 

'  Ah,  cease  to  tell  it  in  the  female  ear  ! 
A  woman's  stern  command !  a  proffer'd  friend  ! 

Oh,  generous  passion,  peace ;  forbear,  forbear ! 

5  When  she  was  brought  prisoner  through  the  streets  of  Edin. 
burgh,  she  suffered  almost  every  indignity  which  an  outrageous 
mob  could  offer.  Ilcr  person  was  bedaubed  with  iniie,  and 
her  car  insulted  with  every  term  of  vulgar  abuse.  Even 
Buchanan  seems  to  drop  a  tear  when  he  relates  these  ciicuia- 
stance*. 

*  This  is  accordirg  to  the  truth  of  history. 
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*  And  could,  oh,  Tudor  !  could  thy  heart  retain 

No  softening  thought  of  what  thy  woes  had  been, 
When  thou,  the  heir  of  England's  crown,  in  vain 
Didst  sue  the  mercy  of  a  tyrant  Queen  ? 

*  And  could  no  pang  from  tender  memory  wake, 

And  feel  those  woes  that  once  had  been  thine  own; 
No  pleading  tear  to  drop  for  Mary's  sake, 
For  iVIary's  sake,  the  heir  of  England's  throne  ? 

*  Alas!  no  pleading  touch  thy  memory  knew  : 

Dried  were  the  tears  which  for  thyself  had  flow'd; 
Dark  politics  alone  ecgag'd  thy  view  ; 
With  female  jealousy  tny  bosom  glow'd! 

*  And  say,  did  wisdom  own  thy  stern  command  ? 

Did  honour  wave  his  banner  o'er  the  deed  ? 
Ah! — Mary's  fate  thy  name  shall  ever  brand, 
And  ever  o'er  her  woes  shall  pity  bleed. 

*  The  babe  that  prattled  on  his  nurse's  knee, 

When  first  thy  woful  captive  hours  began. 
Ere  Heaven,  ah,  hapless  Mary !  set  thee  free, 
That  babe  to  battle  march'd  in  arms — a  man.' 

An  awful  pause  ensues — With  speaking  eyes. 
And  hands  half-rais'd,  the  guardian  wood-nymphs 
wait; 

While,  slow  and  sad,  the  airy  scenes  arise, 
Stain'd  with  the  last  deep  woes  of  Mary's  fate. 

With  dreary  black  hung  ronnd  the  hall  appears, 
The  thirsty  saw-dust  strews  the  marble  floor, 

Blue  gleams  the  axe,  the  block  its  shoulders  rears, 
And  pikes  and  halberds  guard  the  iron  door. 
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The  clouded  moon  her  dreary  glimpses  shed, 
And  Maiy's  maids,  a  mournful  train,  pass  b}' ; 

Languid  they  walk,  and  pensive  hang  the  head, 
And  silent  tears  pace  down  from  every  eye. 

Serene,  and  nobly  mild,  appears  the  Queen  ; 

She  smiles  on  Heaven,  and  bows  the  injur'd  head; 
The  axe  is  lifted From  the  deathful  scene 

The  guardians  turn'd,  and  all  the  picture  tied — 

It  fled  :  the  wood-nymphs  o'er  the  distant  lavni. 
As  rapt  in  vision,  dart  their  earnest  eyes; 

So  when  the  huntsman  hears  the  ratthng  fawn, 
He  stands  impatient  of  the  starting  prize. 

The  sovereign  dame  her  awful  eye-balls  roll'd. 
As  Cuma's  maid  when  by  the  god  inspir'd  ; 

*  The  depth  of  ages  to  ray  sight  unfold, 

(She  cries)  and  Mary's  meed  my  breast  has  fir'd. 

*  On  Tudor's  throne  her  sous  shall  ever  reign, 

Age  after  age  shall  see  their  flag  unfurl'd, 
With  sovereign  pride,  wherever  roars  the  main, 
Stream  to  the  wind,  and  awe  the  trembling  world, 

*  Nor  Britain's  sceptre  shall  they  wield  alone, 

Age  after  age,  through  lengthenuag  time,  shallsee 
Her  branching  race  on  Europe's  every  throne, 
And  either  India  bend  to  them  the  knee. 

'  But  Tudor,  as  a  fruitless  gourd,  shall  die ! 

I  see  her  death  scene  ! — On  the  lowly  floor 
Dreary  she  sits  ;  cold  grief  has  glaz'd  her  eye, 

And  anguish  gnaws  her,  till  she  breathes  no  more. 
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*  But  hark!    loud  howling  through  the  midnight 

gloom, 
Faction  is  rous'd,  and  sends  the  baleful  yell ! 
Oh,  save !  ye  generous  few,  your  Mary's  tombj 
Oh,  save  her  ashes  from  the  baleful  spell ! 

*  And,  lo,  where  Time,,  with  brighten'd;face  serene, 

Points  to  yon  far,  but  glorious  opening  sky  ; 
See  Truth  walk  forth,  majestic  awful  Queen! 
And  party's  blackening  mists  before  her  fly. 

<  Falsehood,  nnmask'd,  withdraws  her  ugly  train  j 
And  Mary's  virtues  all  illustrious  shine — 

Yes,  thou  hast  friends,  the  godlike  and  hnmaue 
Of  latest  ages,  injur'd  Queen,  are  thiue  '.' 

The  milky  splendours  of  the  dawning  ray, 

Now  through  the  grove  a  trembling  radiance  shed; 

With  sprightly  note  the  wood-laik  hail'd  the  day, 
And  with  the  moonshine  ail  the  vision  fled. 

7  The  aathor  of  this  liule  Poem  to  the  memory  of  an  nn- 
happy  Princess,  is  nnwilling  to  enter  into  the  controversy  re- 
epecting  her  guilt  or  her  innocence.  Suffice  it  only  to  observe, 
that  the  following  facts  may  be  proved  to  demonstration : — The 
Ivctters,  which  have  always  been  esteemed  the  principal  proofs 
of  Queen  Mary's  guilt,  are  forged.  Buchanan,  on  whose  autho- 
rity Trancis  and  other  historians  have  condemned  her,  has  falsi- 
fied several  circumstances  of  her  history,  and  has  cited  against 
her  public  records  which  never  existed,  as  has  been  lately  proved 
to  demonstration.  And  to  add  no  more,  the  treatment  she  re- 
ceived from  her  illustrious  Cousin  was  dictated  by  a  policy 
truly  Machiavelian — a  policy  which  trampled  on  the  obligations 
of  honour,  of  humanity,  and  morality.  From  whence  it  may 
be  ijiferred,  that,  to  express  the  indiguaiion  at  the  ciiiel  treat- 
ment of  Mary,  which  liistory  must  ever  inspire,  and  to  drop  a 
tear  over  her  suffering?,  is  not  unworthy  of  a  writer  who  woul« 
appeal-  in  the  caus«  of  virtue. 
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LIBERTY: 

AN  ELEGV  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  HIS  ROYAL  HIGH- 
NESS FREDERIC,  LATE  PRINCE  OF  WALES. 


Carmina  turn  luelius  cum  venei  it  ipse  canemiis. 

VIRG. 


The  wood-lark  wakes,  the  throstle  hails  the  dawn, 
The  lambkins  bleating  pour  along  the  green; 

In  festive  pomp,  advancing  o'er  the  lawn, 
The  nymphs  of  Liberty  surround  their  Queen. 

Embosom'd  in  a  grove  her  temple  rose, 

Where  oaks  and  laurels  form'd  a  grateful  shade  ; 

Her  walks  adorn'd  with  every  flower  that  blows, 
Her  walks  where  with   the  Loves  the   Muses 
play'd. 

In  awful  state,  on  Parian  columns  rais'd. 
With  silver  palms  entwin'd,  appear'd  the  throne, 

In  heaven's  own  colours,  where  the  altars  blaz'd, 
The  glories  of  her  reign  illustrious  shone. 

The  first  of  times  their  native  joys  display ! 

Beneath  his  vine  the  rural  patriarch  sleeps ; 
The  cattle  o'er  the  boundless  common  stray, 

And  nature  one  unblemish'd  sabbath  keeps. 

There  o'er  the  landscape  dark  ambition  lowers; 

From  council  deep  the  awful  patriots  rise ; 
There  sudden  vengeance  blasts  the  traitor's  tow^ers. 

And  prostrate  in  the  dust  the  tyrant  lies. 
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I  Here  shone  thy  heroes,  Greece,  thy  fathers,  Rome, 

Ere  Persian  luxe  your  better  tunes  defac'd ; 
But  shone  not  all  whose  deeds  your  pride  would 
plume. 
Here  Brutus  lower'd  in  shades  ambiguous  cast. 

A  gloomy  horror  there  invests  the  skies : 

'  ris  there  your  polish'd  chiefs  their  trophies  raise ; 

With  mingled  grief  and  rage  the  native  eyes 
Wide  o'er  his  fields  the  hostile  standards  blaze  ; 

His  wife,  his  altars,  babes,  and  hoary  sire. 

Rush  on  his  thoughts — the  battle  tires  his  breast  ^ 

Thus  glows,  Caractaci'.s,  thy  noble  ire. 
With  aU  the  goddess  in  thy  mien  coufess'd. 

With  holy  mitre  crown'd,  and  awful  eye, 
There  iMattathia?  frowns,  and  points  the  place 

Where  low  on  earth  his  country's  altars  lie. 
And  bids  his  sons  revenge  the  foul  disgrace. 

The  barbed  spears  seem  trembling  in  their  hands, 
While  ardour  kindling  in  their  eye-balls  glows; 

With  sword  half  drawn  the  godlike  Judas  stands, 
And  victory  fires  his  soul,  and  marks  the  foes. 

Fair  o'er  the  rest  the  shrine  of  Alfred  shone, 
From  Gothic  night  the  Muses  guard  his  toils  ; 

There  juries  sit ;  the  laws  support  his  throne. 
And  freedom  o'er  the  piece  triumphant  smiles. 

High  o'er  the  dome  the  festive  standard  flows, 
The  nymphs  obey  the  sign,  and  leave  the  dells 

Where  blooms  the  lilac,  where  the  wild  rose  blows, 
Where  hermit  peace  with  mild    contentment 
dwells. 
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Sublime  as  Pallas,  arra'd  witli  helm  and  spear, 
(The  tyrant's  dread)  the  goddess  march'd  along  ; 

Bare  was  one  knee,  one  snowy  breast  was  bare, 
The  bow  and  quiver  o'er  her  shoulder  hung. 

Her  woodland  train  in  solemn  pomp  she  led, 
(The  Muse  beheld  them  trip  the  sacred  groand) 

Fair  freedom  o'er  their  mien  its  graces  shed, 
Their  brows  with  oak  and  purple  blossoms  bound. 

The  rocky  cliffs  and  winding  dales  reply. 

While  to  their  queen  they  raise  the  votive  strain ; 

*  Wide  o'er  the  world,'  they  sung, '  from  sky  to  sky» 

Extend,  O  goddess,  thy  benignant  reign. 

*  Though  constant  summer  clothes  the  Indian  soil, 

Though  Java's  spicy  tields  embalm  the  gale, 
Though  Ganges  sees  unbidden  harvests  smile. 
All,  all  these  sweets  without  thee  nought  avail. 

*  The  fainting  native  eyes  with  dumb  despair 

The  sweHing  clusters  of  the  bending  vine, 
The  fruitful  lawns  confess  his  toilful  care, 
Alas !  the  fruits  his  languid  hopes  resign  ! 

*  On  Tigris'  banks  still  rise  the  palmy  groves, 

And  still  Euphrates  boasts  his  fertile  plains  ; 
Ah  !  vain  the  boast — 'tis  tliere  the  murd'rer  roves, 
'Tis  there  wild  terror  sohtary  reigns  ! 

*  On  Tadmore's  site  the  lonely  shepherd  stands. 

And  as  he  views  the  solemn  waste  around, 
With  eager  watch  explores  the  Turkish  bands, 
And  dreads  the  plund'rer's  rage  in  every  sound. 
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*  Return,  O  queen,  O  patroness  of  joy  ! 

^\'ith  ancient  splendour  to  tby  Greece  return  ; 
Ignoble  slaves  tby  once  lov'd  seats  destroy, 
On  Pindus,  tbee,  the  silent  Muses  mourn  ! 

*  Nor  Po's  fair  banks,  nor  Baia's  sands  invite  ; 

Fallen  Genius  there  her  broken  urns  deplores ; 
Nor  Gallia's  fairest  landscapes  please  the  sight, — 
Thy  dictates  exil'd  from  her  hostile  shores. 

*  But  o'er  the  realms,  where  thy  mild  influence 

beams, 
O'er  Britain's  plains,  the  Muse  delighted  roves, 
Delighted  wanders  o'er  the  banks  of  Thames, 
Or  rests  secure  in  Clifden's  rural  groves. 

*  There  by  the  dawn,  elate  with  lightsome  glee, 

The  joyous  shepherd  and  the  hind  are  seen, 
The  voice  of  mirth,  when  evening  shades  the  lea, 
Heard  loud  and  natural  o'er  the  village-green. 

*  No  tyrant  there  the  peasant's  field  invades. 

Secure  the  fold,  his  labour  all  his  own  ; 
No  ravisher  profanes  his  osier  shades, 

His  labours  wealth  and  independence  crown.* 

'Twas  thus  the  chorus  struck  the  Muse's  ear 
As  through  Elysian  shades  she  sportive  rov'd — 

The  British  nymphs  in  mournful  pomp  appear, 
The  British  nymphs  to  freedom  best  belov'd. 

Loose  to  the  wind  their  snow-white  vestments  flow, 
The  cypress  binds  their  locks  with  darksome  green; 
Yet  grateful  raptures  mid  their  sorrows  flow, 
While  thus  with  Fred'ric's  praise  they  hail  their 
Queen. 


52  ELEGIES. 

*■  'Tvvas  not  in  vain  thy  dictates  swell'd  his  breast, 
Twas  not  in  vain  he  vow'd  his  heart  to  thee  ; 

Fair  mid>it  thy  heroes  stands  his  name  confess'd, 
The  friend  of  men,  the  patron  of  the  free. 

Thongh  cypress  now  his  lowly  bed  adorns, 

Thoiiiih  long  ere  eve  at  life's  bright  noon  he  fell. 

Yet  shall  the  song,  oft  as  tiiis  day  returns, 
At  freedom's  shrine  his  happy  labours  tell. 

*  The  drooping  spirit  of  a  downward  age 

Beneath  his  smile  witii  ancient  splendour  rose, 
Corruption  blasted,  fled  his  virtuous  rage, 
And  Britain  triiunph'd  o'er  her  bosom  foes. — 

*  Oh  !  whether,  sportive  o'er  the  cowslip  beds, 

You  through  the  haunted  dells  of  Mona  glide. 
Or  brush  the  upland  lea  when  Cynthia  sheds 
Her  silver  light  on  Suowdoii's  hoary  side. 

*  Hither,  ye  British  Muses,  grateful  come, 

And  strew  your  choicest  flowers  on  Fred'ric's  bier ! 
'Tis  Liberty's  own  nymphs  that  raise  the  tomb, 
While  o'er  her  Son  the  goddess  drops  a  tear. 

*  Fair  to  his  name  your  votive  altars  raise  ; 

Your  bovvers  he  rear'd,  to  him  your  strains  belong; 
Even  virtue  joins  to  gain  the  Muse's  praise, 
Him  loves  the  Muse  whose  deeds  demand  the 
80Dg !' 


on  THE  DEATH  OF 

THE  PRINCESS  DOWAGER  OF  WALES, 

IX  1772. 

AsPERs'n  by  malice  and  unmanly  rage, 
Disgraceful  stamp  on  this  flai?itious  age, 
In  conscious  innocence  secur'd  from  blame ; 
She  sigh'd — but  only  sigh'd  o'er  Britain's  shame: 
She  saw  her  children  throng  their  early  tomb, 
Disease  slow  wasting  fade  her  Glo'ster's  bloom! 
She  saw — but  death  appear'd  a  friendly  giiest, 
His  aiTow  pointing  to  the  realms  of  rest ! 
Calmly  she  views  him,  dauntless  and  resign'd. 
Yet  drops  one  tear  for  those  she  leaves  behind. 

Warm  from  the  heart  these  honest  numbers  How 
•Which  honour,  truth,  and  aratitude  bestow. 


EPITAPH 

ON  GENERAL  -SYOLFE, 
Slain  at  Quebec  1759  ;  aged  34. 

Briton,  approach  vith  awe  this  sacred  shrine. 

And  if  the  Father's  sacred  name  be  thine, 

If  thou  hast  mark'd  thy  stripling's  cheeks  to  glow 

When  war  was  mentioned,  or  the  Gallic  foe, 

If ''tiining  arms  his  infont  sports  employ, 

A: id  \varm  his  rage— Here  bring  the  warlike  boy, 
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Here  let  him  stand,  whilst  thou  enrapt  shalt  tell 
How  fought  the  glorious  Wolfe,  how  glorious  fell : 
Tiien,  when  thou  mark'st  his  bursting  ardours  rise, 
And  all  the  warrior  flashing  in  his  eyes, 
Catch  his  young  hand,  and  while  he  lifts  it  here, 
By  Wolfe's  great  soul  the  future  Wolfe  shall  swear 
Etenial  hate  against  the  faithless  Gaul, 
Like  Wolfe  to  conquer,  or  like  Wolfe  to  fall. 
What  future  Hannibal's  shall  England  see 
Rais'd  and  inspir'd,  O  gallant  Wolfe,  by  thee ! 


EPITAPH 

ON  JOHN  HAMILTON  MORTIMER,  R.  A, 

Who  died  in  I77y,  at  the  Age  o/iO. 

O'ER  Angelo's  proud  tomb  no  tear  was  shed; 
Pleas'd  was  each  Muse,  for  full  his  honours  spread  : 
To  bear  his  genius  to  its  utmost  shore, 
The  length  of  human  days  could  give  no  more. 

Oh,  Mortimer  !  o'er  thy  untimely  urn. 
The  Arts  and  all  the  gentle  Muses  mourn ; 
And  shades  of  F^nglisii  heroes  gliding  by, 
Heave  o'er  thy  shrine  the  languid  hopeless  sigh. 
Thine  all  the  breathing  rage  of  bold  design, 
And  all  the  poetry  of  painting  tliine. 
Oh  !  long  liad  tliy  meridian  sun  to  blaze, 
And,  onward  hovering  in  its  magic  rays, 
What  visions  rose !  —Fair  England's  patriots  old, 
Monarchs  of  proudest  fame,  and  barons  bold, 
In  the  lir'd  moments  of  their  bravest  strife, 
Biuiting  beneath  thy  hand  again  to  iift; ! 
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So  shone  thy  noon — when  one  dim  void  profound 
Kiish'd  on,  and  shapeless  darkness  clos'd  around. 
Alas!  while  ghosts  of  heroes  round  thy  tomb, 
Kob'd  of  their  hope,  bewail  the  Artist's  doom, 
Thy  friend,  O  Mortimer,  in  grief  sincere, 
Pours  o'er  the  man  sad  memory's  silent  tear  ; 
And  in  the  fond  remembrance  of  thy  V  eart. 
Forgets  the  honours  of  thy  wondrous  art. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 

COMMODORE  JOHNSTONEK 

Through  life's  tempestuous  sea  to  thee  'twas  given 
Thy  course  to  steer,  yet  still  preserv'd  by  Heaven ; 
As  childhood  clos'd  thy  ceaseless  toils  began, 
And  toils  and  dangers  ripen'd  thee  to  man : 
Thy  country's  cause  thy  ardent  youth  inspir'd. 
Thy  ripen'd  years  thy  country's  dangers  fir'd ; 

'  George  Johnstone  was  one  of  the  younger  sons  of  Sir 
William  Johnstone,  Bart.  Dumfriesshire,  and  early  devoted  him- 
self to  the  sea  ser^"ice.  After  passing  through  the  subordinate 
stations,  he  was,  on  the  Cih  of  I'ebruary,  1700,  appointed  mas- 
ter and  commander;  and  on  the  llth  of  August,  17t)2,  was 
advanced  to  be  a  captain  m  his  Majesty's  service.  On  the 
peace,  which  soon  after  succeeded,  he  was  nominated  governor 
of  West  Florida,  where  he  resided  for  some  time.  Reluming 
to  England,  he  took  a  very  active  part  in  the  affairs  of  the 
East  India  Company,  particularly  in  opposition  to  Lord  Clive. 
In  1766  he  was  supposed  to  have  contributed  very  materially  to 
a  p:iniphlet,  entitled,'  A  Letter  to  tlie  Proprietors  of  East  India 
Stock,  from  John  Johnstone,  Esq.  late  one  of  the  Council  at 
Calcutta,  Bengal,'  tivo  ;  and  in  177 1,  he  is  known  to  have 
written  •  Thonghts  on  our  Acquisitions  in  the  East  Indies,  par* 
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All  life  to  trace  the  councils  of  the  foe, 
AH  zealous  life  to  ward  the  lifted  blow^. 

When  dubious  Peace,  in  gilded  clouds  array'd, 
Fair  o'er  Britannia  threw  her  painted  shade, 
Thy  active  mind  illiberal  ease  disdain'd  ; 
Forth  burst  the  senator  unaw'd,  nnstain'd  ! 
By  private  aim  unwarp'd  as  generous  youth, 
Thy  ear  still  listening  to  the  voice  of  truth, 
That  sacred  power  thy  bursting  warmth  control'd, 
And  bade  thee  at  iier  side  be  only  bold. 
Nor  toils  of  state  alone  thy  cares  employ'd  ; 
The  Muses  in  thy  sunshine  glow'd  and  joy'd. 

When  filial  strife  unsheath'd  the  ruthless  brand. 
And  discord  rioted  on  Salem's  strand, 


iicularly  respecting  Bengal,'  8vo.  In  I773  he  was  a  candidate 
for  the  Directorship,  in  which  he  did  not  succeed,  lie  was 
chosen  into  Parliament,  through  tlie  interest  of  Sir  James  Low* 
ther,  for  Cockerniontli,  and  in  iJ14  for  Appleby.  In  llie  course 
of  his  parliamentary  duty,  he  thiew  out  some  reflections  on 
Lord  George  Germaine,  (afterwards  Viscount  Sackville)  which 
occasioned  a  duel  between  iheni  on  the  17  th  of  December,  1770- 
lie  afterwards  was  named  one  of  the  commissioners  to  treat 
with  America,  and  went  tliere,  but  wiiiiout  success.  In  1779  he 
resumed  his  naval  employment,  and  distinguished  himself  by 
lis  bravery  and  conduct.    He  died  May  24, 1787- 

'  The  Commodore  was  remarkably  happy  in  procuring  in- 
telligence. Ke  sent  the  first  notice  of  the  .Spanish  declaration 
of  war  in  1761  to  Admiral  Rodney,  then  commanding  in  the 
West  Indies, inconsequence  of  which  the  Havannah  was  taken. 
He  sent  also  the  first  account  of  the  sailing  and  destination  for 
the  West  Indies  of  the  grand  Spanish  fleet  in  1780  to  Admiral 
R.odney,  then  also  commander  on  that  station.  In  consequence 
of  this  intelligence,  many  of  the  Spanish  transports  were  taken, 
and  the  operations  of  (he  combined  force  of  IVance  and  Spain 
IB  the  West  Indies  retarded  for  lliat  season. 


I 
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Thy  hands  to  Salem's  strand  the  olive  bore, 
Alas !  denied — and  liberal  peace  no  more 
Smil'd  on  the  crest  of  hope;  thy  country's  weal 
Again  to  action  wak'd  the  patriot  zeal ; 
Old  Tagns  saw  the  British  red-cross  stream 
O'er  Gallia's  lilies  and  the  tawny  gleara 
Of  proud  Iberia's  castles  :  Belgia  mourn'd  "^ 

Her  broken  faith,  and  Afric's  shores  return'd  \     v 
Her  Lisboan  groans  for  Bnti>h  friendship  spuru'd.  ) 

Again  life's  tempest  beaten  ocean  roar'd, 
And  round  thy  head  the  mists  of  faction  pourd : 
Dark  lour'd  the  storm  j  but  Heaven's  own  light 

rose  mild, 
And  rescued  honour  on  thy  death-bed  smil'd  *, 
Soft  shedding  peaceful  joy ;  the  bUssftil  sign, 
That  Heaven's  forgiveness  and  its  balm  were  thine. 

All  hail,  sooth'd  shade  !  The  Muse  that  own'd  thy 

icare 
Hails  thee,  and  blesses  Heaven  that  heard  her  pray'r. 
For  ever  green  the  laurel  o'er  thy  tomb 
j  Shall  flourish,  ever  white  its  flowery  bloom  ; 
I  And  gratitude,  oh  Johnstone!  round  thy  shrine, 
J  And  friendship,  heave  the  sigh,  ami  thy  fair  wreath 
f  entwine. 

I  3  Alluding  to  the  French  an-l  Dutch  prizes  he  sent  into  the 
ilTa^ns  in  17*y  audlTSO,  and  to  \m  capture  of  four  Dutch  India- 
I  men  in  Saldanna-bay  in  IIQI. 

t  4  Alluding  to  the  sentence  against  him  in  the  cause  of  Captain 
{■  Sutton,  being  revcsed  by  the  House  of  Lords,  tiie.  acconnt  of 
}i  .vhioh  he  received  about  twenty-four  hours  before  his  death. 
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INSCRIPTION  ON  AN  OBELISK, 

AT  LANGFORD  IN  WILTS, 

Th^  Seat  of  the  Earl  of  Radnor,  commermrating  the  unfor-^ 
innate  Fate  of  Mr.  Servinton,  ivho  tvas  formerly  in  posr 
session  of  that  Estate. 

Wrrii.E  o'er  these  lawns  thine  eye  dehghted 
Allow  a  pause  to  hear  the  tale  of  woe ;    [strays, 
Here  stood  the  parent  elm  in  elder  days, 

Here  o'er  its  Lord  slow  wav'd  the  wither'd  bougb, 
While  pale  and  cold  his  famish'd  cheek  full  low 
On  the  rude  turf  in  death's  last  swooning  lay. 

Ev'n  now  methinks  his  anguish'd  look  I  see, 
As  by  the  menials  taunted  from  the  door  j 

Fainting  he  wander'd — then  beneath  the  tree 
Sunk  down — sweet  Heaven,what  pangs  his  bosom^ 
tore, 

Wlien  o'er  yon  lordly  dome,  his  own  no  more, 
He  roH'd  his  dying  eyes. — Ah  !  what  compare 

To  this  the  lessons  taught  of  sages  hoar  ? 

By  his  mad  revels,  by  the  gilded  snare, 

3y  all  thy  hopes  of  joy,  oh  fortune's  child,  beware  I 
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SACRED  TO  THE 

HEIRS  OF  RADNOR  CASTLE, 

O  THOU,  whose  hopes  these  fair  domains  inspire. 
The  awful  lesson  here  bestow'd  attend, 

With  pensive  eve  here  let  thy  steps  retire, 

What  time  rapt  fancy's  shadowy  forms  descend. 

Hark  !  from  yon  hall  as  headlong  waste  purveys, 
What  Bacchanalian  revels  loud  resound, 

With  festive  fires  the  midnight  windows  blaze, 
And  fever'd  tumult  reels  his  giddy  round. 

'Tis  past — the  mansion  owns  another  Lord, 
The  ousted  heir,  so  riotous  erewhile, 

Now  sits  a  suppliant  at  his  wonted  board, 
Insulted  by  the  base-born  menials'  smile. 

By  the  base  menials  taunted  from  the  door, 
With  anguish'd  heart  resistless  of  his  woe, 

Forlorn  he  strays  those  lawns,  his  own  no  more, 
Unknowing  where,  on  trembling  knees  and  slow : 

Till  here,  beneath  an  aged  elm's  bleak  shade, 
Fainting  he  sinks — \h  I  let  thy  mind  descry, 

On  the  cold  turf,  how  low  his  humbled  head, 
On  yon  fair  dome  how  fix'd  his  ghastly  eye. 

By  his  mad  revels,  by  his  last  heart-sigh, 

Oh,thou,  of  these  proud  towers  the  promis'd  heir, 

By  every  manly  virtue's  holy  tie, 
By  honour's  fairest  bloom,  oh  fortune's  child,  be- 
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HEJNGIST  AND  MEY. 


Haec  novimus  esse  nihil. 


In  ancient  days  when  Arthur  reign'd, 

Sir  Elmer  had  no  peer ; 
And  no  young  knight  in  all  the  land. 

The  ladies  lov'd  so  dear. 

His  sister  Mey,  the  fairest  maid 

Of  all  tlie  virgin  train, 
Won  every  heart  at  Arthur's  court  j 
.   But  all  their  love  vras  vain. 

In  vain  they  lov'd,  in  vain  tliey  vow'd,, 
Her  heart  they  could  not  move ; 

Yet  at  the  evening  hour  of  prayer 
Her  mind  was  lost  ia  lave. 

The  Abbess  saw — the  Abbess  knew, 

And  urg'd  her  to  explain  : 
*  O  name  the  gentle  youth  to  me, 

And  his  consent  I'll  gain.' 
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Lonsf  urg'd,  long  tir'd,  fair  Mey  replied, 

'  His  name — how  can  I  say  ? 
An  angel  from  the  fields  above 

Has  rapt  my  heart  away. 

*  But  once,  alas!  and  never  more, 

His  lovely  form  I  spied  ; 
One  evening  by  the  sounding  shore, 
All  by  the  green  wood  side. 

*  His  eyes  to  mine  the  love  confess'd, 

That  glovv'd  with  mildest  grace  ; 
His  courtly  mien  and  purple  vest 
Bespoke  his  princely  race. 

*  But  when  he  heard  my  brother's  horn, 

Fast  to  his  ships  he  fled  ; 
Yet  while  1  sleep,  his  graceful  form 
Still  hovers  round  my  bed. 

*  Sometimes,  all  clad  in  armour  bright, 

He  shakes  a  warlike  lance ; 
And  now,  in  courtly  garments  dight, 
He  leads  the  sprightly  dance. 

*  His  hair,  as  black  as  raven's  wing ; 

His  skin — as  Christmas  snow ; 
His  cheeks  outvie  the  blush  of  morn, 
His  lips  like  rose-buds  glow. 

*  His  limbs,  his  arms,  his  stature,  shap'd 

By  Nature's  finest  hand  ; 
His  sparkling  eyes  declare  him  bom 
To  love,  and  to  command.' 
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The  live-long  year  fair  Mey  bemoan'd 

Her  liopeless  pining  love : 
But  when  the  balmy  spring  return'd. 

And  summer  cloth'd  the  grove ; 

All  round  by  pleasant  Humber's  side 

The  Saxon  banners  flew, 
And  to  Sir  Elmer's  castle-gates 

The  spear-men  came  in  view. 

Fair  blush'd  the  morn,  when  Mey  look'd  o'er 

The  castle  walls  so  sheen  ; 
And  lo  !  the  warlike  Saxon  youth 

Were  sporting  on  the  green. 

There  Hengist,  Offa's  eldest  son, 

Lean'd  on  his  burnish'd  lance, 
And  all  the  armed  youth  around 

Obey'd  his  manly  glance. 

His  locks,  as  black  as  raven's  wing, 

Adown  his  shoulders  flow'd; 
His  cheeks  outvied  the  blush  of  morn, 

His  lips  like  rose-buds  glow'd. 

And  soon  the  lovely  form  of  Mey 

Has  caught  his  piercing  eyes  ; 
He  gives  the  sign,  the  bands  retire, 

While  big  with  love  he  sighs ; 

*  Oh !  thou  for  whom  I  dar'd  the  seas, 
And  came  with  peace  or  war ; 

Oh,  by  that  cross  that  veils  thy  breast, 
Relieve  thy  lover's  care ! 
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*  For  thee  I'll  quit  my  father's  tlirone  j 

With  thee  the  wilds  explore  ; 
Or  with  thee  share  the  British  crown'? 

With  thee  the  cross  adore.' 

Beneath  the  timorous  virgin  blush, 
With  love's  soft  warmth  she  glows; 

So  blushing  through  the  dews  of  mora 
Appears  the  opening  rose. 

'Twas  now  the  hour  of  morning  prayei', 

When  men  their  sins  bewail, 
And  Elmer  heard  King  Arthur's  horn, 

Shnll  sounding  through  the  dale. 

The  pearly  tears,  from  Mey's  bright  eyes, 

Like  April  dew-drops  fell, 
When  with  a  parting  dear  embrace 

Her  brother  bade  farewell. 

The  cross  with  sparkling  diamonds  bright, 
That  veil'd  her  snowy  breast, 

With  prayers  to  heaven,  her  lily  hands 
Have  fix'd  on  Elmer's  vest. 

Now,  with  five  hundred  bowmen  true, 
He's  march' d  across  the  plain  ; 

Till  with  his  gallant  yeomanry 
He  join'd  King  Arthur's  train. 

Full  forty  thousand  Saxon  spears 
Came  glittering  down  the  hill, 

And  with  their  shouts,  and  ciaog  of  arms, 
The  distant  valleys  fill. 
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OW  OiTa,  diess'd  in  Odin's  garb, 

Assiira'd  the  hoary  god ; 
And  Hengist,  like  the  warhkeThar, 

Before  the  horsemen  rode. 

With  dreadful  rage  the  combat  bums. 

The  captains  shont  amain; 
And  Elmer's  tall  victorious  spear 

Far  glances  o'er  the  plain. 

To  stop  its  course  young  Hengist  flew 

Like  lightning  o'er  the  field  ; 
And  soon  his  eyes  the  well-known  cross 

On  Elmer's  vest  beheld. 

The  slighted  lover  swell'd  his  breast, 

His  eyes  shot  living  fire  ; 
And  all  his  martial  heat  before. 

To  this,  was  mild  desire. 

On  his  imagin'd  rival's  front 

With  whirlwind  speed  he  press'd. 

And  glancing  to  tlie  sun,  his  sword 
Resounds  on  Elmer's  crest. 

The  foe  gave  way,  the  princely  youth 

With  heedless  rage  pursued, 
Till  trembling  in  his  cloven  helm, 

Sir  Elmer's  javelin  stood. 

He  bow'd  his  head — slow  dropt  his  spear  ; 

The  reins  slipt  through  his  hand, 
And  stain'd  with  blood — his  stately  corse 

Lay  breathless  on  the  strand. 
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O  bear  me  off,  (Sir  Elmer  cried) 
Before  my  painful  sight 
The  combat  swims — yet  Hengist's  vest 
I  claim  as  victor's  rigiit.' 

Brave  Hengist's  fall  the  Saxons  saw, 

And  all  in  terror  fled ; 
llie  bowmen  to  his  castle  gates 

The  brave  Sir  Elmer  led. 

*  O  wash  my  wounds,  my  sister  dear ; 

O  pull  this  Saxon  dart, 
That,  whizzing  from  young  Hengist's  arm, 
Has  almost  pierc'd  my  heart. 

*  Yet  in  my  hall  his  vest  shall  hang, 

And  Britons,  yet  unborn, 
Shall  with  the  trophies  of  to-day 
Their  solemn  feasts  adorn.' 

Ail  trembling,  Mey  beheld  the  vest, 

'Oh,  Merlin!  (load  she  cried) 
Thy  words  are  true — my  slaughter'd  love 

Shall  have  a  breathless  bride  ! 

*  Oh  Elmer,  Elmer,  boast  no  more 
That  low  my  Kengist  lies  ! 

O  Hengist,  cruel  was  thine  arm  ! 
My  brother  bleeds  and  dies!' 

She  spake — the  roses  left  her  cheeks, 

And  life's  warm  spirits  tied : 
So  nipt  by  winter's  withering  blasts, 

The  snow-drop  bows  the  head. 
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Yet  parting  life  one  struggle  gave, 
Slie  lifts  her  languid  eyes  ; 

*  Return,  my  Hengist,  oli,  return, 

My  slaughter'd  love !'  (she  cries  :) 

*  Oh — still  he  lives — he  smiles  again. 

With  all  his  grace  he  moves ; 
I  come — I  come,  where  bow  nor  spear 
Shall  more  disturb  our  loves.' 

She  spake — she  died.    The  Saxon  dart 
Was  drawn  from  Elmer's  side, 

And  thrice  he  called  his  sister  Mey, 
And  thrice  he  groan'd,  and  died. 

Where  in  the  dale,  a  moss-grown  cross 

O'ershades  an  aged  thorn, 
/Sir  Elmer's  and  young  Heugist's  corse 

Were  by  the  spearmen  borne. 

And  there,  all  clad  in  robes  of  white, 
With  many  a  sigh  and  tear, 

The  village  maids  to  Hengist's  grave 
Did  Mey's  fair  body  bear. 

And  there,  at  dawn  and  fall  of  day, 
All  from  the  neighbouring  groves, 

The  turtles  wail,  in  widow'd  notes, 
And  sing  their  hapless  loves. 
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PROPHECY  OF  QUEEN  EMMA. 

O'ER  the  hills  of  Cheviot  beaming 

Rose  the  silver  dawn  of  May  ; 
Hostile  spears  and  helmets  gleaming, 

Svvell'd  along  the  mountains  grey, 

Edwin's  warlike  horn  resounded 
Through  the  winding  dales  below, 

And  the  echoing  hills  rebounded 
The  defiance  of  the  foe. 

O'er  the  downs,  like  torrents  pouring, 
Edwin's  horsemen  rush'd  along, 

From  the  hills,  like  tempests  louring, 
Slowly  march'd  stern  Edgar's  throng. 

Spear  to  spear  was  now  protended, 
And  the  yew  bows  half  were  drawn, 

When  the  female  scream  ascended, 
Shrilling  o'er  the  crowded  lawn. 

While  her  virgins,  round  her  weeping, 
Wav'd  aloft  their  snowy  hands, 

From  the  wood  Queen  Emma  shrieking 
Ran  between  the  dreadful  bands  : 

*  Oh,  my  sons,  what  rage  infernal 
Bids  you  grasp  the'  unhallow'd  spear 

Heaven  detests  the  war  fraternal : 
Oh,  the  impious  strife  forbear  ! 
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*  Ah,  how  mild  and  sweetly  tender 

Flow'd  yoni-  peaceful  early  days! 
Each  WHS  then  of  each  defender, 
Each  of  each  the  pride  and  praise. 

*  O  my  first-bom  Edwin,  soften. 

Nor  invade  tliy  brother's  right ; 
O  my  Edgar,  tliink  how  often 
Edwin  dar'd  for  thee  the  fight, 

*  Ed2;ar  !  sliall  thy  impious  fury 

Dare  thy  guardian  to  the  field? 
Oil,  my  sons,  let  peace  allure  ye  ; 
Thy  stern  claims,  O  Edwin,  yield. 

*  Ha,  what  sight  of  horror  waving, 

Sullen  Edgar,  clouds  thy  rear ! 
Bring'st  thou  Denmark's  banners  braving 
Thy  iubulted  brother's  spear  ? 

'  Ah,  bethink  how  through  thy  regions 
Midnight  horror  fearful  howl'd, 

When,  like  wolves,  the  Danish  legions 
Through  thy  trembling  forests  prowl'd  ; 

*  When,  unable  of  resistance, 

Denmark's  lance  thy  bosom  gor'd 

And  shall  Edwin's  brave  assistance 
Be  repaid  with  Denmark's  sword? 

<  With  that  sword  shalt  thou  assail  him 
From  whose  point  he  set  thee  free, 

While  his  warlike  sinews  fail  him. 
Weak  with  loss  of  blood  for  thee  ? 
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'  Oh,  my  Edwin,  timely  hearken. 

And  thy  stem  resolves  forbear  : 
Sball  revenge  thy  councils  darken  ? 

Oh,  ray  Edgar,  drop  the  spear ! 

'  Wisdona  telb  and  Justice  offers 
'    How  each  wound  inay  yet  be  balm'd  : 
jOh,  revere  these  holy  prolfers ; 
Let  the  storms  of  bell  be  calm'd. 

^  Oh,  my  sons' But  all  ber  sorrows 

Fir'd  their  impious  rage  the  more : 
From  the  bow-strings  sprung  the  arrows ; 
I    Soon  the  vallies  reek'd  with  gore. 

Shrieking  wild,  with  horror  shivering. 
Fled  the  Queen  all  stain'd  with  blood, 

In  her  purple  bosom  quivering. 
Deep  a  feather'd  arrow  stood. 

Up  the  mountain  she  ascended 

Fierce  as  mounts  the  flame  iu  air  ; 
iAnd  her  hands,  to  Heaven  extended, 
I     Scatter'd  her  uprooted  hair  : 

I'  Ah,  my  sons,  how  impious,  cover'd 
I     With  each  other's  blood,'  she  cried  : 
jWhile  the  eagles  round  her  hover'd, 
And  wild  scream  for  scream  replied — 

'  From  that  blood  around  you  steaming. 
Turn,  my  sons,  your  vengefiU  eyes  j 

jSee  what  horrors  o'er  you  streaming, 
Muster  roimd  the'  offended  skies. 


50  BALLADS. 

*  See  what  burning  spears  protended. 

Couch  d  by  fire-eyed  spectres  glare, 
Circling  round  you  both,  suspended 
Ou  the  trembling  threads  of  air  ! 

*  O'er  you  both  Heaven's  lightning  vollies, 

Wither'd  is  your  strength  ev'n  now  ; 
Idly  weeping  o'er  your  follies, 
Soon  your  heads  shall  lowly  bow. 

*  Soon  the  Dane,  the  Scot,  and  Norman, 

O'er  your  dales  shall  havoc  pour. 
Every  hold  and  city  storming, 
Every  herd  and  field  devour. 

*  Ha,  what  signal  new  arising 

Through  the  dreadful  group  prevails ! 
'Tis  the  hand  of  Justice  poising 
High  aloft  the'  eternal  scales. 

*  Loaded  with  thy  base  alliance. 

Rage  and  rancour  all  extreme, 
Faith  and  honour's  foul  defiance, 
Thine,  O  Edgar,  kicks  the  beam  ! 

*  Opening  mild  and  blue,  reversing 

O'er  thy  brother's  wasted  hills, 
See  the  murky  clouds  dispersing, 
And  the  fertile  shower  distils. 

*  But  o'er  thy  devoted  valleys 

Blacker  spreads  the  angry  sky  ; 
Through  the  gloom  pale  lightning  sallies, 
Distant  thuixlers  groan  and  die. 
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*  O'er  thy  proudest  castles  waving, 

Fed  by  hell  and  magic  power, 
Denmark  towers  on  high  her  raven, 
Hatch'd  in  freedom's  mortal  hour. 

<  Cnrsed  be  the  day  detested, 

Cursed  be  the  fraud  profound, 
When  on  Denmark's  spear  we  rested,' 
Through  thy  streets  shall  loud  resound.. 

<  To  thy  brother  sad  imploring, 

Now  I  see  thee  turn  thine  eyes — 
Ha,  in  settled  darkness  louring, 
Now  no  more  the  visions  rise  ! 

<  But  thy  rancorous  soul  descending 

To  thy  sons  from  age  to  age, 
Province  then  from  province  rending^ 
War  on  war  shall  bleed  and  rage. 

*  This  thy  freedom  proudly  boasted, 

Hapless  Edgar  !'  loud  she  cried — 

With  her  wounds  and  woes  exhausted^ 

Down  on  earth  she  sunk,  and  died* 
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THE  SORCERESS; 

0%, 
VVOLnVOLD  AND  ULLA. 


Priscafidw.    VIRG. 

*  Oh,  low  lie  lies )  his  cold  pale  cheek 

Lies  litelcss  on  the  clay  ; 
Yet  struggling  hope— O  day-spring,  break, 
And  lead  me  on  my  way. 

*  On  Denmark's  cruel  bands,  O  Heaven  ! 

Thy  red-wing'd  vengeance  pour ; 
Before  my  VVolt'wold's  spear  be  driven — 
O  rise,  bright  moraing  hour  !' 

Thus  L'Ua  wail'd,  the  fairest  maid 

Of  all  tiie  Saxon  race ; 
Tlujs  Ulla  wail'd,  in  nightly  shade, 

Wliile  tears  bedew'd  her  face. 

When  sadden,  o'er  the  fir-crown'd  lull, 

The  full  orb'd  moon  arose  ; 
And  o'er  the  winding  dale  so  still, 

Her  silver  radiance  flows. 

No  more  could  Ulla's  fearful  breast 

Htr  anxious  care  delay  ; 
But  deep  with  hope  and  fear  irapress'd, 

She  holds  the  moonshiue  way. 


BALLADS.  53 

She  left  the  bower,  and  all  alone 

She  trac'd  the  dale  so  still ; 
And  souglit  the  cave  with  rue  o'ergrovvn, 

Beneath  the  fir-ciown'd  hill. 

Black  knares  of  blasted  oak,  embound 

With  hemlock,  tenc'd  the  ceil  : 
The  dieaiy  mouth,  hah"  under  ground, 

Yawn'd  like  the  gate  of  hell. 

Soon  as  the  gloomy  den  she  spied, 

Coid  horror  shook  her  knee ; 
*  And  hear,  O  Prophetess  !  (she  cried) 

A  Princess  s»ie  to  thee.' 

Aghast  she  stood  !  athwart  the  air 

The  dismal  screech-owl  fiew  ; 
The  fillet  round  lier  auburn  hair 

Asunder  burs.t  in  two. 

Her  robe  of  softest  yellow,  glow'd 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  heara ; 
And  o'er  the  ground,  with  yew-boughs  strew'd, 

Etfus'd  a  golden  gleam. 

The  golden  gleam  the  Sorceress  spied, 

As  in  her  deepest  cell, 
At  midnight's  magic  hour  she  tried 

A  tomb-o'erpowering  spell. 

"When,  from  th^  cavern's  dreary  wonil), 

Her  groaning  voice  arose, 
*  O  come,  my  daughter,  fearless,  come. 

And  fearless,  tell  thy  vroes.' 
p 
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As  shakes  the  bough  of  trembling  leaf, 
When  whirlwinds  sudden  rise  ; 

As  stands  agliast  the  warrior  chief, 
When  his  base  army  tlies  ; 

So  shook,  so  stood,  the  beauteous  maid, 

M'hen  from  the  dreary  den 
A  wrinkled  hag  came  forth,  array'd 

In  matted  rags  obscene. 

Around  her  brows,  with  hemlock  bound, 
Loose  hung  her  ash-grey  hair ; 

As  from  two  dreary  caves  profound 
Her  blue-flam'd  eye-balls  glare. 

Her  skin,  of  earthy  red,  appear'd 
Clung  round  her  shoulder  bones, 

Like  wither'd  bark,  by  lightning  sear'd. 
When  loud  the  tempest  groans. 

A  robe  of  squalid  green  and  blue 

Her  ghostly  length  array'd, 
A  gaping  rent,  full  to  the  view. 

Her  furrow 'd  ribs  betray 'd. 

*  And  tell,  my  daughter,  fearless,  teU, 
What  sorrow  brought  thee  here  ! 

So  may  my  power  thy  cares  expel, 
And  give  thee  sweetest  cheer.' 

^  0  mistress  of  the  powerful  spell^ 

Ring  Edric's  daughter  see, 
?Jorthumbria  to  my  father  fell^ 

But  sorrow  fell  to  one. 
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f  My  virgin  heart  Lord  Wolfwold  won ; 

My  father  on  him  smil'd  : 
Soon  as  he  gain'd  Northumbria's  throne^, 

His  pride  the  yoatU  exil'd. 

*  Stern  Denmark's  ravens  o'er  the  seas 

Their  gloomy  black  wings  spread, 
And  o'er  Northumbria's  hills  and  leas 
Their  dreadful  squadrons  sped. 

*  Return,  brave  Wolfwold,  (Edric  cried) 

O  generous  warrior,  hear ; 
My  daughter's  hand,  thy  willing  bjide, 
Awaits  thy  conquering  spear. 

'  The  banish' d  youth  in  Scotland's  court 

Had  past  the  weary  year : 
And  soon  he  heard  the  glad  report, 

And  soon  he  grasp'd  his  spear. 

'  He  left  the  Scottish  dames  to  weep  ; 

And,  wing'd  with  true  love  speed, 
Nor  day,  nor  night,  he  stop'd  to  sleep, 

And  soon  he  cross'd  the  Tweed. 

*  With  joyful  voice,  and  raptur'd  eyes, 

He  press'd  my  willing  hand  ; 
"  I  go,  ray  fair,  my  love,  (he  cries) 
To  guard  thy  father's  land. 

"  By  Edon's  shore,  in  deathful  fray, 

The  daring  foe  we  meet, 
Ere  three  short  days  I  trust  to  lay 

My  trophies  at  thy  feet." 
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*  Alas,  alas,  that  time  is  o'er, 

And  three  long  days  beside, 
Yet  not  a  word  from  Edon's  shore 
Has  cheer'd  his  fearful  bride. 

'  O  mistresf?  of  the  powerful  spell, 
His  doubtful  fate  decide  ;' — 

*  And  cease,  my  child,  for  all  is  well/ 

(The  grisly  witch  replied) 

*  Approach  my  cave,  and  where  I  place 

The  magic  circle,  stand  j 
And  fear  not  aught  of  ghastly  face, 
That  ghdes  beneath  my  wand,' 

The  grisly  witch's  powerful  charms 
Then  reach'd  the  labouring  moon^ 

And,  cloudless  at  the  dire  alarms. 
She  shed  her  brightest  noon. 

The  pale  beam  struggled  through  the  slmde,, 
That  black'd  tlie  cavern's  womb, 

And  in  the  deepest  nook  betray'd 
An  altar  and  a  tomb. 

Around  the  tomb,  in  mystic  lore, 

Were  forms  of  various  mien, 
And  efts,  and  foul-wing'd  serpents,  bor« 

The  altar's  base  obscene. 

Eyeless,  a  huge  and  starv'd  toad  sat 

In  corner  murk  aloof. 
And  many  a  snake  and  famish'd  bat 

Clung  to  the  crevic'd  roof. 
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A  fox  and  vulture's  skeletons 

A  yawning  rift  betray'd ; 
And  grappling  still  each  others  bones, 

The  strife  of  death  display 'd. 

*  And  now,  my  child,  (the  Sorceress  said) 

Lord  Wolfwold's  father's  grave 
To  me  shall  render  up  the  dead, 
And  send  him  to  my  cave. 

*  His  skeleton  sliall  hear  my  spell, 

And  to  the  figur'd  walls 
His  hand  of  bone  shall  point  and  tell 
What  fate  his  son  befals.' 

O  cold,  down  UUa's  snow-like  face, 

The  trembling  sweat-drops  fell, 
And  borne  by  sprites  of  ghding  pace, 

The  corpse  approach'd  the  cell. 

And  thrice  the  witch  her  magic  wand 

Wav'd  o'er  the  skeleton  ; 
And  slowly,  at  the  dread  command, 

Up  rose  the  arm  of  bone. 

A  cloven  shield,  and  broken  spear, 

The  finger  wander'd  o'er, 
Then  rested  on  a  sable  bier, 

Distain'd  with  drops  of  gore. 

In  ghastly  writhes,  her  mouth  so  wide. 
And  black  the  Sorceress  throws, 

*  And  be  those  signs,  my  child,  (she  cried) 

Fulfill'd  on  Wolfwold's  foes. 
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*  A  happier  spell  I  now  shall  try; 

Attend,  my  child,  attend, 
And  mark  what  flames  from  altar  higU, 
And  lowly  floor  ascend. 

*  If  of  the  rose's  softest  red, 

The  blaze  shines  forth  to  view, 
Then  Wolfwold  lives — but  hell  forbid 
The  glimmering  flame  of  blue  !' 

The  witch  then  rais'd  her  haggard  arm, 
And  wav'd  her  wand  on  high  ; 

And,  while  she  spoke  the  mutter'd  charmj 
Dark  lightning  fill'd  her  eye. 

Fair  Ulla's  knee  swift  smote  the  ground  j 

Her  hands  aloft  were  spread, 
And  every  joint,  as  marble  bound, 

Felt  horror's  darkest  dread. 

Her  lips,  erewhile  so  like  the  rose, 

Were  now  as  violet  pale, 
And,  trembling  in  convulsive  throes^ 

Express'd  o'erwhelming  ail. 

Her  eyes,  erewhile  so  starry  bright, 

Where  living  lustre  shone, 
Were  now  transform'd  to  sightless  white, 

Like  eyes  of  lifeless  stone. 

And  soon  the  dreadful  spell  was  o'er, 

And,  glimmering  to  the  vie  *v, 
The  quivering  flame  rose  through  the  floor, 

A  flame  of  ghastly  blue. 
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Behind  the  altar's  livid  fire, 

Low  from  the  inmost  cave. 
Young  Wolt\vo!d  rose  in  pale  attire, 

The  vestments  of  the  grave. 

His  eye  to  Ulia's  eye  he  rear'd, 

His  cheek  was  wan  as  clay, 
And  half  cut  through,  Lis  hand  appear'd 

That  beckon'd  her  away. 

Fair  Ulla  saw  the  woful  shade  ; 

Her  heart  struck  at  her  sile, 
And  burst — low  bow'd  her  listless  head, 

And  dovro  she  iuok,  and  died. 
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THE  SHEPHERD  IN  LOVE, 

Were  Nancy  lint  a  rural  maid, 

And  I  her  only  swain, 
To  tend  our  flocks  in  rural  mead. 

And  on  the  verdant  plain  ; 
01),  how  I'd  pipe  upon  my  reed 

To  please  my  only  maid, 
\Vhile  from  all  sense  of  fear  we're  freed 

Beneath  an  oaken  shade. 

When  lambkins  under  hedges  bleat, 

And  clouds  do  black  the  sky, 
Then  to  our  oaken  safe  retreat 

Wed  both  together  hie  : 
There  I'd  repeat  my  vows  of  love 

Unto  the  charming  fair  ; 
Whilst  her  dear  fluttering  heart  should  prove 

Her  love  like  mine  sincere. 

When  Phoebus  bright  sinks  in  the  west, 

And  flocks  are  pent  in  fold, 
Beneatli  an  oaken  tree  wed  rest 

111  joys  not  to  be  told. 
And  when  Aurora's  beams  set  free 

The  next  enlivening  day; 
Wed  turn  our  flocks  at  liberty. 

And  down  we'd  sit  and  play. 
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THE  LINNETS. 

As  bringing  Lome  the  other  day 

Two  linnets  I  had  ta'en, 
The  pretty  warblers  seeni'd  to  pray 

For  liberty  again : 
Unheedfnl  of  their  plaintive  notes, 

I  sprung  across  the  mead, 
In  vain  they  tun'd  their  downy  throats, 

And  warbled  to  be  freed. 

As  passing  through  the  tufted  grove 

In  which  my  cottage  stood, 
I  thought  I  saw  the  queen  of  love 

When  Chlora's  charms  I  view'd. 
I  gaz'd,  I  lov'd,  I  press'd  her  stay 

To  hear  my  tender  tale, 
But  all  in  vain,  she  fled  away, 

Nor  could  my  sighs  prevail. 

Soon  through  the  wounds  that  love  had  made 

Came  pity  to  my  breast, 
And  thus  I  as  compassion  bade, 

The  feather'd  pair  address'd  : 
*  Ye  little  warblers,  cheerful  be, 

Remember  not  ye  tiew ; 
For  I,  who  thought  myself  so  free, 

Am  caught  as  well  as  you.' 
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THERE'S NAE  LUCK  ABOUT  THE  HOUSE. 

And  are  you  sure  tlie  news  is  true? 

And  are  ye  sure  lie's  w  eel  ? 
Is  this  a  time  to  think  of  wark ! 

Mak  haste,  lay  by  your  wheel ; 
Is  this  the  time  to  spin  a  thread 

When  Colin's  at  the  door  ! 
Reach  me  my  cloak,  I'll  to  the  quay 

And  see  him  come  ashore. 
For  there's  nae  luck  about  the  house^ 

There  is  nae  luck  at  aw  ; 
There's  little  pleasure  in  the  house 

When  our  gudeman's  awa. 

And  gie  to  me  my  bigonet, 

My  bishop's  satin  gown ; 
For  I  maun  tell  the  bailie's  wife 

That  Colin's  come  to  town. 
My  Turkey  slippers  maun  gae  on, 

My  stockings  pearly  blue  ; 
'Tis  aw  to  pleasure  my  gudeman, 

For  he's  baith  leel  and  true. 

For  there's  uae  luck  &€.. 

Rise,  lass,  and  mak  a  clean  fire  side, 

Put  on  the  muckle  pot, 
Gie  little  Kate  her  button  gown, 

And  Jock  his  Sunday  coat ; 
And  mak  their  shoon  as  black  as  slaes. 

Their  hose  as  white  as  snaw. 
It's  aw  to  please  my  ain  gudeman, 

For  he's  been  lang  awa. 

For  there's  nae,  &c. 
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There's  twa  fat  hens  upo'  the  bauk 

Been  fed  this  month  and  mair, 
Mak  haste  and  thraw  their  necks  about, 

That  CoHn  weel  may  fare ; 
And  mak  the  table  neat  and  clean, 

Let  every  thing  look  braw, 
For  wlia  can  tell  how  Colin  fared 

When  he  was  far  awa. 

Ah,  there's  nae,  Sec 

Sae  true  his  heart,  sae  smooth  his  speech, 

His  breath  like  cauler  air, 
His  very  foot  has  music  in't 

As  he  coines  up  the  stair  ! 
And  shall  1  see  his  face  again, 

And  shall  I  hear  him  speak! 
I'm  downright  dizzy  wi  the  thought, 

In  troth  I'm  Uke  to  greet. 

For  there's  nae,  &Ci 

{The  caul  blasts  of  the  winter  wind, 

That  thrilled  through  my  heart, 
They're  aw  blawn  by,  I  hae  him  safe, 

Till  death  we'll  never  part : 
But  why  should  I  of  parting  tank, 

It  may  be  far  awa  ; 
The  present  moment  is  our  ain, 

The  neist  we  never  saw  '•] 

For  there's  nae,  &G, 

If  Colin's  weel,  and  weel  content, 

I  hae  nae  mair  to  crave — 
And  gin  I  live  to  keep  him  sae, 

I'm  blest  aboon  the  lave. 


'  These  lines  enclosed  between  brackets  were  inserted  bj-  Dr. 

Btattie. 
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And  shall  I  see  his  foce  again, 

And  shall  I  hear  him  speak! 
I'm  downright  dizzy  wi  the  thought, 

In  troth  I'm  like  to  greet. 

For  there's  nae,  &c. 
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By  the  banks  of  the  crystal-stream'd  Esk, 
VVIiere  the  Wanchope  her  yellow  wave  joins, 

Where  the  lambkins  on  sunny  braes  bask, 

And  wild  woodbine  the  shepherd's  bower  twines, 

Maria,  disconsolate  maid, 

Oft  sijijli'd  the  still  noon-tide  away, 
Or  by  moonlight  all  desolate  stray'd, 

While  woful  she  tiin'd  her  love-lay  j 

Ah,  no  more  from  the  banks  of  the  Ewea 

My  shepherd  comes  cheerly  along, 
Broomholm  ^  and  the  Dean^banks  refuse 

To  echo  the  plaints  of  his  song  : 

'  The  scene  is  laid  on  the  banks  where  the  two  rivers  of  the 
Wauchope  and  Ewes  join  the  Esk ;  on  the  banks  of  the  former 
was  anciently  a  casile  belongiug  to  the  Knights  Templars,  on 
the  ruin?  oi  which  was  built  the  honse  at  which  Mr.  Mickle'a 
father  resided,  and  where  the  poet  was  born.  It  was  composed 
at  tile  request  of  Mr.  Bailantyne,  and  was  to  have  been  set  to 
lunsic  by  Mr.  Commissioner  Balmaine,  of  the  Scotch  excise, 
had  not  deaiii  prevented  him.  Both  these  gentlemen  were  bora 
in  this  district. 

^  The  seat  of  John  Maxwell,  Esq.  author  of  the  celebrated 
*  E?say  on  Time  ;'  Deansbanks,  8o  called  from  the  Dean  of  lb« 
KDi;;ht»  Templars. 
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No  more  from  the  echoes  of  Ewes, 

His  dog  fondly  barking  I  hear; 
No  more  the  tir'd  laik  he  pursues, 

And  tells  me  his  master  draws  near. 

Ah,  woe  to  the  wars,  and  the  pride 

Thy  heroes,  O  Esk,  could  display, 
When  with  laurels  they  planted  tiiy  side, 

From  France  and  from  Spain  borne  away. 

Oh,  why  did  their  honours  decoy 

My  poor  shepherd  lad  from  the  shore  ? 

Ambition  bewitch'd  the  vain  boy. 
And  oceans  between  us  now  roar. 

Ah,  methinks  his  pale  corse  floating  by, 

I  behold  on  the  rude  billows  tost; 
Unburied  his  scatter'd  bones  lie, 

Lie  bleaching  on  some  desert  coast ! 

By  this  stream  and  the  May-blossom'd  thorn, 
That  first  heard  his  love-tale,  and  his  vows. 

My  pale  ghost  shall  wander  forlorn. 
And  the  willow  shall  weep  o'er  my  brows. 

With  the  ghosts  of  the  wars  will  I  wail, 
In  Warblaw^  woods  join  the  sad  throng. 

To  Hallow  E'en's  blast  tell  my  tale. 
As  the  spectres,  ungrav'd,  glide  along. 


3  The  skirts  of  Ihis  vory  picturesque  monntain  form  a  bank 
for  the  Esk  and  tiie  Waucliope,  and  are  covered  with  a  bean- 
tiful  and  romantic  wood. 
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Still  the  Ewes  rolls  her  paly  blue  stream, 

Old  Esk  still  his  crystal  tide  poars, 
Still  golden  the  Wauehope  waves  gleam, 

And  still  green,  oh  Broomholm,  are  thy  bowers  I 

No  :  blasted  they  seem  to  my  view. 

The  rivers  in  red  floods  combine  ! 
The  turtles  their  widow'd  notes  coo, 

And  mix  their  sad  ditties  with  mine ! 

Discolour'd  in  sorrow's  dim  shade, 
All  nature  seems  with  me  to  mourn, 

Straight  the  village-bells  merrily  play'd, 
And  announc'd  her  dear  Jamie's  return,. 

The  woodlands  all  May-blown  appear, 
The  silver  streams  murmur  new  charms^ 

As,  smiling,  her  Jamie  drew  near, 
And  all  eager  sprung  into  her  arms. 
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MAY-DAY 


THE  DRUimCAL  FESTIVAL. 

*  Awake,  my  sons,  the  milky  dawn 
Steals  softly  gleaming  o'er  the  eastern  lawn  : 
Already  from  their  oaken  bovvers, 
Scattering  magic  herbs  and  flowers, 
That  scent  the  morning  gale, 
With  white  and  purple  blossoms  crown'd. 
From  every  hill  and  dell  around, 
The  Druids  hasten  to  the  sacred  vale.' 

'Twasthus  the  hoary  Cadwell  rais'd  the  strain  j 
Cadwell,  tiie  master  of  the  lyric  band, 
The  sacred  Bards,  who  join'd  the  Druid's  tram, 
When  solemn  feasts  theu-  hallow'd  rites  demand. 

*  Awake,  my  sons,'  he  cried,  and  struck  his  lyre 
When  swelling  down  old  Snowdon's  side, 
A  thousand  harps  the  note  reply'd : 
And  soon  a  thousand  white-robed  bards 
March'd  roaud  their  hoary  sire. 
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The  birds  of  song  in  every  grove 
Awoke,  and  rais'd  the  strain  of  love; 
The  lark  sprung  joyous  from  his  grassy  nest, 
And  fluttering  round,  tlieir  powers  confess'd, 
And  join'd  the  tuneful  choir. 

And  now  the  mutter'd  spell 
Groan'd  solemn  to  the  sky  : 
And  soon  the  dark  dispersing  shades 
And  night's  foul  demons  with  the  twilight  fly  ; 
And  soon  the  bleating  race  the  fold  forsook, 
And  o'er  the  thyme-clad  mountain  hoar  with  dew, 
And  o'er  the  willow-shaded  brook 
The  floating  mists  withdrew. 

When  hastening  to  the  sacred  grove, 
With  white  and  purple  blossoms  crown'd, 
Their  mystic  staves  with  wreaths  of  oak  enwove, 
The  choral  bands  their  sovereign  chief  surround. 

'Twas  thus  while  yet  Monaeses  liv'd, 

While  hoary  Cadwell  yet  surviv'd. 
Their  solemn  feasts  the  blameless  Druids  held : 

Ere  human  blood  their  shrines  distain'd, 

Ere  hell  taught  rites  their  love  profan'd, 
'Twas  thus  o'er  Snowdon's  brow  their  sacred  an- 
thems sweil'd. 

Their  chief,  Monaeses,  march'd  before  j 
Monaeses,  sprung  from  Heber's  line, 
Who,  leaving  Midian's  fertile  shore. 

When  sceptev'd  Belus  chalieng'd  rites  divine  ; 

When  tyranny  his  native  fields  defac'd, 
Far  to  the  peaceful  west. 
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His  kindred  led — Phoenicia  spread  the  sail, 
Till  where  the  groves  of  Albion  rise, 
Where  Snowdon's  front  ascends  the  skies, 

He  bade  his  mates  their  happy  mansions  hail. 

And  now  the  sacred  ^lorti  appears, 
Thit  throng!)  the  depth  of  rolhng  years 

To  celebrate  creation  claims  the  lay  ; 

The  Morn  that  gave  the  heavens  their  birth, 
That  saw  the  green,  the  beauteous  earth 

All  blooming  rise  beneath  the  smiles  of  May. 
'  Then  loud  the  hallow'd  authera  raise, 
And  bid  the  mountain-summits  blaze' — 

The  hallow'd  song  the  Bards  and  Diuids  rais'dj 
Glad  echo  caught  the  sound, 

And  on  the  mountain-tops  far  round, 
The  sacred  altars  blaz'd  '. 

'  And,  hail,  auspicious  Mornl 
Still  may  the  lively  pulse  of  joy 

Confess  thy  glad  return  ; 
Still  may  the  harp  and  sonir  employ 
The  sacred  hour  when  first  thy  trembling  beams 
The  nodding  groves  and  purling  streams. 


'Twas  thus  the  hoary  Druids  rais'd  the  song, 

While  by  the  sacred  hill  and  grove, 

Wfiere  misletoe  the  oaks  euwove, 
All  clad  in  snowy  wiiite,  august,  they  march'd  alon:j 

'  -May-day  by  the  Dmid*,  according  to  Dr.  Stukeley,  w.i< 
ob-eivi'>1  as  the  day  of  the  creation;  .and  on  tiiat  morn  i'- ' 
kindled  vthat  Uiey  called  holy  fires  ou  the  toys  oft.'i*:  inuuuuut; 
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The  fawns  came  trooping  o'er  the  furrowed  land, 
On  Snowdon's  cliffs  the  kids  attentive  stand, 
While  to  Creation's  Morn,  the  opening  May, 
The  Master  Druid  thus  resum'd  the  lay  : 

*  Awake,  ye  gales,  your  fragrance  shedj 
Ye  mountain  cedars,  bend  the  head  ; 

Ye  clouds  of  incense,  from  Arabia  rise  ; 

Balmy,  as  after  vernal  rains, 
Display,  fair  East,  thy  beauteous  plains, 
As  one  great  altar  fuming  to  the  skies! 

'Tis  nature's  birth  demands  the  lay, 
Ye  western  isles,  the  grateful  tribute  pay ; 

Ye  flocks,  that  clothe  with  fleecy  white 

The  steep  ascending  mountain's  height, 
Or  round  the  hamlet  bleat  along  the  lea, 

Your  voices  raise  ; — ye  heifers,  low, 

And  from  the  furzy  dells  below. 
Ye  falling  rivulets,  swell  the  harmony ! 

*  Retain,  ye  hills,  the  solemn  sound, 
Till  Echo  through  her  fairy  round 

Repeat  it  to  the  silent  listening  vale : 
Raise,  raise,  ye  Bards,  the  melody. 
Wide  spread  the  hands,  low  bend  the  knee, 

And  on  Creation's  Morn  the  great  Creator  hail !' 
'  Attend,'  they  sung,  '  ye  aerial  bands— 
O  from  the  blood  polluted  East, 
Hither,  ye  guardian  spirits,  haste ! 
Here  each  flower  of  fragrant  smell, 
Each  plant  that  aids  the  Druid's  spell 
Your  fostering  care  demands. 

*  For  you  the  blossom'd  boughs  embow  er 
The  craggy  glittering  steep, 

Along  whose  rifts  the  cowslips  creep, 
'  And  dashing  fountains  pour  : 
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For  you  the  sweet-briar  clothes  the  bank, 

For  you,  aloug  the  bordering  mead, 
The  white  and  yellow  flowers  that  love  tlie  dank, 

Their  watery  carpets  spread. 
O  come,  propitious,  and  our  rites  befriend, 
Till  o'er  the  nodding  towers  the  silent  night  descend! 

O  join  the  song,  and  far  shall  fly 
Each  demon,  who  beneath  the  midnight  sky, 
Rides  on  the  screech-owl's  wing,  and  far  around 
Scatters  disease,  and  strife,  and  friendship's  rank- 
ling wound. 

*  Then  happy  o'er  our  blissful  bowers. 
Here  shall  the  peaceful  day  decline, 
While  fled  from  scenes  of  blood  and  woe. 
The'  aerial  friendly  powers. 
In  every  stream's  melodious  flow, 
tn  ev'ry  concert  of  the  grove  shall  join, 
Shall  lightly  touch  the  shadowy  lyre. 
While  with  the  dawn  our  joyous  choir 
Renew  the  holy  rites  from  heaven  receiv'd. 
When  with  the  sons  of  God  our  godlike  fathers  liv'd. 

*  Wave,  my  sons,  the  misletoe  ; 

Wave  the  sacred  branch  on  high  : 
Round  our  steps  the  spring-flowers  strew, 
Flowers  of  bright  and  cheerful  dye, 

Symbols  of  untainted  youth, 

Of  glowing  love  and  holy  truth. 

'  Strew,  my  sons,  the  mystic  srove.' 
He  spake — and  instant  round  they  spread 

Chaplets,  where  the  yellow  hue 
Was  niix'd  with  flowers  of  lively  blue, 
Where  snow-white  lilies  with  the  blossoms  red, 

The  apple  boughs  enwove. 
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*  All  hail,  ye  venerable  shades!' 

Thus  rose  the  hallow'd  strain, 

*  Ye  cloudy  steeps,  and  winding  glades^ 
All  hail !  and  by  your  silver  rills, 
Your  rosy  dells,  and  thymy  hills, 

Shall  lasting  freedom  reign.' 


VICISSITUDE. 


— Rapt  in  thought  that  bids  thee  ris« 
In  all  thy  forms  before  mine  eyes, 
I  glow  w  ith  joy  to  see  thee  come 
In  rosy  health  and  youthful  bloom  : 

And  now  cold  horror  trembles  o'er  my  soni, 
AVhen  thou  in  blank  uncertainty  array'd. 
With  iron-hearted  deaf  control 

Throw'st  all  around  thy  awful,  dubious  shade. 

Oh,  give  my  song,  mysterious  power, 
The  joys  and  terrors  of  thy  sway  to  tell, 
Thy  sway  o'er  universal  nature  spread. 
The  sweetest  hope  of  man,  and  darkest  dread! 
Behold,  where  shivering  in  the  rattling  hail, 

While  drizzling  black  clouds  o'er  him  lower, 
Bent  o'er  his  staff,  with  livid  visage  fell, 
Dull  Winter  stays  his  creeping  step  to  pause. 

And  wishftd  turns  his  icy  eyes 
On  April's  meads.     Beckoning  on  flowery  May^ 
With  gentle  shadowy  hand  thou  mov'st  away 
The  lingering  churl.     Swift  o'er  the  primrose  dale 
The  new-wak'd  bee  his  humming  labour  plies; 

And  sudden  from  each  budding  grove, 

Incense  to  heaven,  the  songs  of  love 
Attest  rejoicing  nature's  glad  applause. 
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Glist'ning  with  dew  the  green-hair'd  Spring 
Walks  through  the  woods,  and  smiling  in  her  train, 

Youtli  flutters  gay  on  cherub  wing, 
And  Uie  exulting  hfts  the  eye  to  heaven. 
And  crown'd  with  bearded  grain, 
And  hay-grass  breathing  odours  bland, 
Bold  Summer  comes  in  manhood's  lusty  prime. 
Anon  his  place  is  given 
To  veteran  Autumn  :  yellow  glows 
His  waving  robe  :  with  conscious  mien  sublime 
He  proudly  lifts  his  sun-brovvn'd  brows 
High  o'er  the  loaded  clime. 
For  him  the  full-orb'd  moon  with  orange  rays 
Gilds  mild  the  night ;  for  him  iier  course  delays; 
And  jolly  wealth  lies  wide  beneath  his  hand. 
But  soon  decrepit  age  he  shows, 
And  all  his  golden  honours  past, 
Naked  before  October's  blast, 
He  flies  the  plundered  land. 

With  hoary-bearded  cheek  and  front  severe, 
Of  angry  fretful  scowl,  from  forest  wild, 
Now  rheum-eyed  Winter  hastens  to  the  plain  ; 
The  hollow  blast  low  groaning  in  his  ear, 
Round  his  bald  head  the  brovyn  leaves  drift  amaiq ; 
And  soon  his  snowy  mantle  wide  he  throws 
O'er  vale  and  hill,  and  isicles  he  weeps. 
The  sun  withdraws  his  golden  rays, 
And  short  his  cold  diurnal  visit  pays 
With  faint  and  silvery  beam, 
As  listless  to  disturb  the  deep  repose, 
While  languid  nature  sleeps. 
Anon  to  social  mirth  beguil'd, 
Safe  from  the  tempest  breme 
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That  howls  without,  and  beating  raia, 
The  tyrant  bids  the  friendly  hearth  to  blaze  j 
And  with  the  teats  of  former  days, 
Of  battles  dread,  and  heroes  slain, 
And  valiant  deeds  of  many  a  knight, 
And  loves  of  ladies  passing  bright. 
The  long-contented  evening  sweet  he  cheers  ; 
While  from  his  day-sport  on  the  ice-bound  stream, 
Weary  returu'd,  with  wonder  and  delight, 
Unrazor'd  youth  the  various  legend  hears. 

These  are  thy  grateful  changes,  mighty  power, 

Vicissitude  !  But  far  more  grateful  still 

When  now  from  nature's  frozen  sleep  profound,^ 

Invigor'd  vegetation  wakes, 

And  Spring  with  primrose  garland  crown'd, 
The  seeds  of  plenty  o'er  the  fuming  groundj 

From  her  green  mantle  shakes. 


FRAGMENTS. 


Tell  nie,  gentle  Echo,  tell, 
Where  and  liow  ray  lover  fell? 
On  the  cold  grass  did  he  lie, 
Crowu'd  with  laiireb  did  he  die? 
Echo  twice  gave  swift  reply, 
'  Crown'd  with  laurels,  crown'd  with  laurels,  he  did 
die.' 

His  snow-white  breast  was  stain'd  with  gore, 
A  cruel  sword  his  bosom  tore. 
Say,  with  his  parting  vital  flame, 
Did  he  sigh  Ophelia's  name  ? 
Was  he  constant,  still  the  same? 
Echo  sigh'd  '  Ophelia's  name.' 

When  in  honour's  bed  he  lay, 
And  breath'd  his  gallant  soul  away, 
Ye  gentler  spirits  of  the  air, 
Why  was  not  Ophelia  there? 
Echo  answer'd  her  despair, 
*  Why  was  not  Ophelia  there?' 

While  the  full  moon's  paly  ray 
Sleeping  on  the  hill-side  lay. 
Thus  to  Echo  through  the  glade 
The  lovely  maniac  talk'd  and  stray'd : 
Straight  on  fancy's  wild  wings  borne 
By  the  gUmpse  of  opening  morn, 
She  saw — or  thought  she  saw,  her  love 
Lie  bleeding  ***** 
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K£n  i,Cr>ijV>  uy^ 


Come,  gentle  peace,  on  every  breathing  gale, 
O  come,  and  guard  tlie  slumbers  of  the  vale; 
Awake,  gay  mirth  and  glee,  with  playful  wile. 
Wake  with  the  morn,  and  o'er  the  landscape  smil?! 


f  Upbraid  me  not,  nor  thankless  fly 

The  grace  I  would  bestow  ;' 
(Sir  Cadwal  sat  in  window  high. 

King  Edward  stood  below.) 
*  But  friendly  to  thyself  receive 

The  bounties  I  intend ; — 
A  knight  among  my  knights  to  live, 

And  be  my  table  friend.' 
Yestreen,  at  midnight's  solemn  hour, 

When  deep  the  darkness  lay, 
I  rose  my  orisons  to  pour 

Before  the  opening  day : 
When  horrid  yells  my  ears  astound. 

And  screams  of  dismal  cry, 
Echo'd  from  every  hill  far  round. 

Howl  on  the  winds  and  die. 
And  wake  again  : — And  far  and  wide. 

With  yellow  ghmmering  light, 
The  scatter'd  flames  on  every  side 

Strike  horror  on  the  sight. 
Ah  !  what  a  scene  the  sun  survey'dj 

When  o'er  yon  lake  he  rose  ! 
Our  villages  in  ashes  laid, 

And  prone  in  dust  our  brows  j 
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0m-  manly  broyss,  form'd  to  command, 

Low  bend  beneath  thy  rage  : 
Insult  me  not — from  thy  dire  hand 

No  offering  can  assuage  !' 
'  Unbar,  proud  Cadwal,'  Ecjward  cried, 

'  Unbar  thy  gates  of  steel ' 

Black  rose  the  smoke  with  dust  inflate, 

4nd  red  sparks  darted  through  ; 
Witii  brain  benumb'd,  and  faltering  gait, 

King  Edward  slow  withdrew. 
The  gilded  loofs  and  towers  of  stone 

Now  instant  all  cironnd, 
With  sudden  crash  and  dreadful  groan 

Rush  thundering  to  the  ground. 
Sir  Cadwal's  harp  his  hand  obey'd, 

He  felt  a  prophet's  fire  ; 
And  mid  the  flames  all  undismay'd. 

He  struck  the  sacred  lyre. 


MISCELLANIES. 


ALMADA-HILL: 

AN  EPISTLE  FROM  LISBON. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Though  no  subjects  are  more  proper  for  poetiy 
than  those  which  are  founded  upon  historical  re- 
trospect, the  author  of  such  a  poem  lies  under  very 
particular  disadvantages :  every  one  can  nnder- 
stand  and  relish  a  work  merely  fictitious.descriptive, 
or  sentimental :  but  a  previous  acquaintance,  and 
even  intimacy,  with  the  history  and  characters 
upon  which  the  other  poem  is  founded,  is  abso- 
lutely necessary  to  do  justice  to  its  author.  With- 
out such  previous  knowledge,  the  ideas  which  he 
\vould  convey  pass  unobserved,  as  in  an  unknown 
tongue  ;  and  the  happiest  allusion,  if  he  is  fortu- 
nate enough  to  attain  any  thing  worthy  of  that 
name,  is  unfelt  and  unseen.  Under  these  disad- 
vantages, the  following  epistle  is  presented  to  the 
public,  whose  indulgence  and  candour  the  author 
has  already  amply  experienced. 

In  the  twelfth  century,  Lisbon,  and  great  part  of 
Portugal  and  Spain,  were  in  possession  of  the 


MISCELLANIES,  79 

Moors,  Alphonso,  the  first  King  of  Portui^al, 
having  gained  several  victories  over  that  people, 
was  laying  siege  to  Lisbon,  when  Robert,  Duke  of 
Gloucester,  on  his  way  to  the  Holy  Land,  appeared 
upon  the  coast  of  that  kingdom.  As  the  cause  was 
the  same,  Robert  was  easily  persuaded  to  make 
his  fii-st  crusade  in  Portugal.  He  demanded  that 
the  storming  of  the  castle  of  Lisbon,  situated  on  a 
considerable  hill,  and  whose  ruins  show  it  to  have 
been  of  great  strength,  should  be  allotted  to  him, 
while  Alphonso  was  to  assail  the  walls  and  the  city. 
Both  leaders  were  successful ;  and  Alphonso, 
among  tlie  rewards  which  he  bestowed  upon  the 
English,  granted  to  those  who  were  wounded,  or 
unable  to  proceed  to  Palestine,  the  castle  of 
Almada,  and  the  adjoining  lands. 

The  river  Tagus  below  and  opposite  to  Lisbon 
is  edged  by  steep  grotesque  rocks,  particularly  on 
the  south  side.  Those  on  the  south  are  generally 
higher  and  much  more  magnificent  and  picturesque 
than  the  clitfs  of  Dover.  Upon  one  of  the  highest 
of  these,  and  directly  opposite  to  Lisbon,  remain 
the  stately  ruins  of  the  castle  of  Almada. 

In  December,  1779,  as  the  author  was  wander- 
ing among  these  ruins,  he  was  struck  with  the  idea, 
and  formed  the  plan  of  the  following  poem ;  an 
idea,  which,  it  may  be  allowed,  was  natural  to  the 
translator  of  the  Lusiad ;  and  the  plan  may,  in 
some  degree,  be  called  a  supplement  to  that  work. 

The  following  poem,  except  the  corrections  and 
a  few  lines,  was  written  in  Portugal.  The  descrip- 
tive parts  are  strictly  local.  The  finest  prospect  of 
Lisbon  and  the  Tagus  (which  is  there  about  four 
miles  broad)  is  from  Almada,  which  also  com- 
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mands  the  adjacent  country  from  the  rock  of 
Cintra  to  the  castle  and  city  of  Palniela,  an  extent 
of  above  fifty  miles.  This  magnificent  view  is  com- 
pleted by  the  extensive  opening  at  the  mouth  of 
the  Tagus,  about  ten  miles  below,  which  discovers 
the  Atlantic  ocean. 


While  you,  my  friend,  from  louring  wintry  plains, 
Now  pale  with  snows,  now  black  with  drizzling  rains, 
From  leafless  woodlands,  and  dishonoured  bowers 
Mantled  by  gloomy  mists,  or  lash'd  by  showers 
Of  hollow  moan,  while  not  a  struggling  beam 
Steals  from  the  sun  to  play  on  Isis'  stream  ; 
While  from  these  scenes  by  England's  winter  spread, 
Swift  to  the  cheerful  hearth  your  steps  are  led, 
Pleas'd  from  the  threatening  tempest  to  retire, 
And  join  the  circle  round  the  social  fire  ; 
In  other  cUmes  through  sun-bask'd  scenes  I  stray, 
As  the  fair  landscape  leads  my  thoughtful  way, 
As  upland  path,  oft  winding,  bids  me  rove 
Where  orange  bowers  invite,  or  olive  grove, 
No  sullen  phantoms  brooding  o'er  my  breast, 
The  genial  influence  of  the  clime  I  taste  j 
Yet  still  regardful  of  my  native  shore, 
In  every  scene  my  roaming  eyes  explore, 
AVhate'er  its  aspect,  still,  by  memory  brought, 
My  fading  country  rushes  on  my  thought. 

While  now  perhaps  the  classic  page  you  turn, 
And  warmd  with  honest  indignation  burn, 
Till  hopeless,  sicklied  by  the  chraate's  gloom, 
¥our  geqerous  fears  call  fortU  Bi.itancia's  doQWi 
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Tv  hat  hostile  spears  her  sacred  lawns  invade, 
By  friends  deserted,  by  her  chiefs  betray'd, 
Low  fall'n  and  vanquish'd  ! — I,  with  mind  serene 
As  Lisboa's  sky,  yet  pensive  as  the  scene 
Around,  and  pensive  seems  the  scene  to  me, 
From  other  ills  my  country's  fate  foresee. 

— Not  from  the  hands  that  wield  Iberia's  spear, 
Not  from  the  hands  that  Gaul's  proud  thunders  bear, 
"Nor  those  that  turn  on  Albion's  breast  the  sword 
Beat  down  of  late  by  Albion  when  it  gor'd 
Their  own,  who  impious  doom  their  parent's  fall 
Beneath  the  w^orld's  great  foe,  the'  insidious  Gaul : 
Yes,  not  from  these  the'  immedicable  wound 
Of  Albion — Other  is  the  bane  profound 
Destin'd  alone  to  touch  her  mortal  part; 
Herself  is  sick,  and  poison'd  at  the  heart. 

O'er  Tago's  banks  where'er  I  roll  mine  eyes, 
The  gallant  deeds  of  ancient  days  arise  ; 
The  scenes  the  Lusian  Muses  fond  display  "d 
Before  me  oft,  as  oft  at  eve  I  stray'd 
By  Isis'  hallow'd  stream.     Oft  now  the  strand 
Where  Gama  march'd  his  death-devoted '  band, 
While  Lisboa,  aw'd  with  horror,  saw  hira  spread 
The  daring  sails  that  first  to  India  led : 


'  Tlie  espeflition  of  Yasco  dc  Gama,  the  discoverer  of  the 
East  Indies,  was  extremely  unpopular,  as  it  was  esteemed  im- 
practicable. His  embarkation  is  strongly  marked  by  Osorius 
the  historian.  Gama,  before  be  went  on  board,  spent  the  night 
along  with  the  crews  of  his  squadron  in  the  chapel  of  our  Lady 
at  Belcin.  on  the  spot  where  the  noble  Gothic  church  now 
stands  adj(^ining  the  convent  of  St.  Jerome. 

In  the  chapel  they  bound  themselves  to  obedience  to  Gama, 
snd  devoted  themselves  to  death.    '  On  the  next  day,  when  th!» 
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And  oft  Almada's  castled  steep  inspires 
The  pensive  Muse's  visionary  fires  ; 
Almada-hill  to  Englisli  memory  dear, 
While  shades  of  Enghsh  heroes  wander  here. 

To  ancient  English  valour  sacred  still 
Remains,  and  ever  shall,  Almada  Hill ; 
Tlie  hill  and  lawns  to  English  valour  given, 
What  time  the  Arab  Moors  from  Spain  were  driven, 
Before  the  banners  of  the  Cross  subdued, 
When  Lisboa's  towers  were  bathed  in  Moorish  blood 
By  Gloster's  lance.— Romantic  days  that  yield 
Of  gallant  deeds  a  wide  luxuriant  field, 
Dear  to  the  Muse  that  loves  the  fairy  plains. 
Where  ancient  honour  wild  and  ardent  reigns. 

Where  high  o'er  Tago's  flood  Almada  lours. 
Amid  the  solemn  pomp  of  mouldering  towers 
Supinely  seated,  wide  and  far  around 
]My  eye  delighted  wanders.     Here  the  bound 
Of  fair  Europa  o'er  the  ocean  rears 
Its  western  edge  ;  where  dimly  disappears 
The  Atlantic  wave,  the  slow  descending  day 
Mild  beaming  pours  serene  the  gentle  ray 
Of  Lusitania's  winter,  silvering  o'er 
The  tower-like  summits  of  the  mountain  shore  j 
Dappling  the  lofty  cliffs,  that  coldly  throw 
Their  sable  horrors  o'er  the  vales  below. 

adventurers  marched  to  the  ships,  the  shore  of  Belem  presented 
one  of  the  most  solemn  and  atfecting  scenes  perhaps  recorded 
in  history.  Tiie  beach  was  covered  with  the  inhabitants  of 
Lisbon.  A  numerous  procession  of  priesls  in  tlieir  robes 
•ung  anthems,  and  ottered  up  invocations  to  Heaven.  Every 
one  beheld  the  adventurers  as  brave  innocent  men  going  to  a 
iirvadiul  execution,  us  rushing  upon  certain  death.' 

Inlroduct.  to  tht  Lmiad. 


WISCELLAMES.  83 

Far  ronnd  the  stately-shoulder'd  river  bends 
Its  giant  arms,  and  sea-like  wide  extends 
Its  midland  bays,  with  fertile  islands  crown'd, 
And  lawns  for  English  valour  still  renown'd  ; 
(liven  to  Cornwailia's  gallant  sons  of  yore, 
Cornvvallia's  name  the  smiling  pastures  bore  j 
And  still  their  lord  his  English  lineage  boasts 
From  Roliand,  famous  in  the  croisade  hosts. 
^Vhere  sea-ward  narrower  rolls  the  shining  tide 
Tluough  hills  by  hills  embosom'd  on  each  side, 
Alonastic  walls  in  every  glen  arise 
In  coldest  white  fair  glistening  to  the  skies 
Amid  the  brown-brow'd  rocks;  and,  far  as  sight, 
Proud  domes  and  villages  array'd  in  white  ' 
Climb  o'er  the  steeps,  and  through  the  dusky  green 
Of  olive  groves,  and  orange  bovvers  between. 
Speckled  with  glowing  red,  nnnnmber'd  gleam  — 
And  Lisboa  towering  o'er  the  lordly  stream 
Her  marble  palaces  and  temples  spreads 
Wildly  magnific  o'er  the  loaded  heads 
Of  bending  hills,  along  whose  high-pil'd  base 
The  port  capacious,  in  a  moon'd  embrace, 
Throws  her  mast-forest,  waving  on  the  gale 
The  vanes  of  every  shore  that  hoists  the  sail. 

Here,  while  the  sun  from  Europe's  breast  retires^ 
Let  fancy,  roaming  as  the  scene  inspires, 
Pursue  the  present  and  the  past  restore, 
And  Nature's  purpose  in  her  steps  explore. 

Nor  you,  ray  friend,  admiring  Rome,  disdain 
The'  Iberian  tields  and  Lusitanian  Spain. 


i  The  lions€s  in  Portugal  are  generally  whitened  oh  the  otR 
tiOe,  wlii.e  beiiig  esttsnieU  as  repulsive  of  the  niys  of  the  sun. 
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While  Italy,  obscur'd  in  tawdry  blaze, 

A  motley,  modern  character  displays, 

And  languid  trims  her  long  exhausted  store, 

Iberia's  fields,  with  rich  and  genuine  ore 

Of  ancient  manners,  woo  the  traveller's  eye  ; 

And  scenes  untrac'd  in  every  landscape  lie. 

Here  every  various  dale  with  lessons  fraught 

Calls  to  the  wanderer's  visionary  thoright 

AVhat  mighty  deeds  the  lofty  hills  of  ^pain 

Of  old  have  witness'd — From  the  evening  main 

Her  mountain  tops  the  Tyrian  pilots  saw 

In  lightnings  wrapt,  and  thrilld  with  sacred  awe. 

Through  Greece  the  tales  ofgorgons,  hydras  spread^ 

And  GeJyon  dreadful  with  the  triple  head  ; 

The  stream  of  Lethe  ^,  and  the  dread  abodes 

Of  forms  gigantic,  and  infernal  gods. 

But  soon,  by  fearless  lust  of  gold  impell'd, 

They  miu'd  the  mountain,  and  explored  the  field  ; 

Till  Rome  and  Carthage,  fierce  for  empire,  strove, 

As  for  tlieir  prey  two  famish'd  birds  of  Jove. 

The  nipid  Darius  then  arid  Bofetis'  flood 

Were  dy'd  with  Roman  and  with  Punic  blood. 

While  oft  the  lengthening  plains  and  mountain  sides 

Seeni'd  moving  on,  slow  rolling  tides  on  tides, 


3  Tlie  river  of  Lima,  in  the  north  of  Portugal,  said  to  be  th« 
Lethe  of  the  ancients,  is  thus  mentioned  by  Cellarius  in  his  Geo- 
grapkia  Antiqua  :  ♦  Fabulosus  Oblivionns  fliiviusLiinia, ultra 
Ludtaniau)  \n  septentrione.'  It  runs  through  a  most  romantic 
and  bcauiitul  district;  from  which  circumstance  it  probably  re- 
ceived the  name  ol  the  river  of  Oblivion, the  first  strangers  who 
visiied  it  forgetting  their  native  country,  and  being  willing  to' 
continue  on  its  banks.  Tlie  same  reason  of  forgetfulness  is  as- 
crd>ed  to  the  Lotos  by  Homer,  Odys.  ix.  There  is  another 
tcthe  of  the  ancients  in  Africa, 
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When  from  Pyrene*s  summits  Afi  ic  pom  "d 
Her  armies,  and  o'er  Rome  destruction  lower'd. 

Here  while  the  youth  revolves  some  hero's  fame. 
If  patriot  zeal  his  British  breast  inflame, 
Here  let  him  trace  the  fields  to  freedom  dear, 
Wliere  low  in  dnst  lay  Rome's  invading  spear  ; 
Where  Viriatus^  proudly  trampled  o'er 
Fasces  and  Roman  eagles  steop'd  in  sore  ; 
Or  where  he  fell,  with  honest  lanrels  crown'd, 
The  awfid  victim  of  a  treacherous  wound  ; 
A  wound  still  bath'd  in  honour's  generous  tear, 
While  freedom's  wounds  the  brave  and  good  revere ; 
Still  pouring  fresh  the'  inexpiable  stain 
O'er  Rome's  patrician  honour,  false  and  vain  ! 

Or  should  the  pride  of  bold  revolt  inspire, 
And  touch  his  bosom  with  nnhdUow'd  tire; 
If  merit  spurn'd,  demand  stern  sacrifice, 
O'er  Evora's  ^  fields  let  dread  Sertorius  rise, 
Dy'd  in  his  country's  blood,  in  all  the  pride 
Of  wrongs  reveng'd,  illustrious  let  him  ride 
Enshrin'd,  o'er  Spain,  in  victory's  dazzling  rays, 
Till  Rome  looks  pale  beneath  the  mounting  blaze. 
But  let  the  British  wanderer  thronsh  the  dales 
Of  Evora  stray,  while  midnight  tempest  walls; 
Theie,  as  the  hoary  villagers  relate, 
Sertorius,  Sylla,  Marins,  weep  their  fate. 
Their  spectres  gliding  on  the  lightning  blue, 
Oft  doom'd  their  ancient  stations  to  renew ; 
Sertorius  bleeding  on  Perpenna's  knife, 
And  Marios  sinking  in  ambition's  strife  : 

4  Tiiis  '^reat  man  is  railed  by  rionis  the  Tlouinins  of  Spaiw. 
Whit  is  here  fai  i  of  him  is  asjrceablc  to  histoi-y. 

J  thora,  now  Evora,  was  the  priucipal  residence  of  Scr- 
nrios. 

H 
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As  forest  boars  entangled  in  a  chain, 
l)rajt;'(i  on,  as  stings  each  leader's  rage  or  pain  ; 
And  each  the  liuious  leader  in  his  turn. 
Till  low  they  lie,  a  ghastly  wreck  forlorn. 

And  say,  ye  tramplers  on  your  country's  mounds. 
Say,  who' shall  fix  the  swelling  torrent's  bounds? 
Or  who  shall  sail  the  pilot  of  the  flood  ? 
Alas  !  full  ott,  some  worthless  trunk  of  wood 
Is  whirl'd  into  the  port,  blind  fortune's  boast, 
While  noblest  vessels,  founder'd,  strew  the  coast! 

If  wars  of  fairer  fame  and  old  applause. 
That  bear  the  title  of  our  country's  cause 
To  humanise  barbarians,  and  to  raise 
Our  country's  prowess,  their  asserted  praise ; 
If  these  delight,  Hispania's  dales  display 
The  various  arts  and  toils  of  Roman  sway. 
Here  Jealous  Cato  ^  laid  the  cities  waste, 
And  Julius^  here  in  fairer  pride  replac'd, 
Till  ages  saw  the  labours  of  the  plough 
By  every  river,  and  the  barren  bough 
Of  laurel  shaded  by  the  olive's  bloom, 
And  grateful  Spain  the  strength  of  lordly  Rome  ; 
Her's  mighty  bards ',  and  her's  the  sacred  earth 
That  gave  tlie  world  a  friend  in  Trajan's  birth. 

When  Rome's  wide  empire,  a  luxurious  prey, 
Debas'd  in  false  refinement  nerveless  lay. 
The  northern  hordes  on  Europe's  various  climes 
Planted  their  ruhng  virtues  and  their  crimes. 
Cloister'd  by  Tyber's  stream  the  slothful  staid, 
To  Seine  and  Loire  the  gay  and  frivolous  stray'd, 

«  According  lo  history,  this  different  policy  is  strikingly  cha- 
racteresiic  of  lliose  celebrated  uames. 
^  Liican,  Martial,  Seucca. 
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A  sordid  group  the  Belgian  marshes  pleas'd, 

And  Saxony's  wild  forests  freedom  seiz*d, 

There  held  her  juries,  pois'd  the  legal  scales: — 

And  Spain's  romantic  hills  and  lonely  dales 

The  pensive  lover  sought ;  and  Spain  became 

The  land  of  gallantry  and  amorous  tlame. 

Hail,  favour'd  clime !  whose  lone  retreats  inspire 

The  softest  dreams  of  languishing  desire, 

Affections  trembling  with  a  glow  all  holy, 

Wildly  sublime,  and  sweetly  melancholy ; 

Till  rapt  devotion  to  the  fair,  refine 

And  bend  each  passion  low  at  honour's  shrine. 

So  felt  the  iron  Goth  when  here  lie  brought 

His  worship  of  the  fair  with  valour  fraught. 

Soon  as  Iberia's  mountains  fix'd  his  home. 

He  rose  a  character  unknown  to  Rome ; 

His  manners  wildly  colour'd  as  the  flowers 

And  flaunting  plumage  of  Brazilian  bovvers  : 

New  to  the  world  as  these,  yet  polish'd  more 

Than  e'er  the  pupil  of  the  Attic  lore 

INIight  proudly  boast.     On  man's  bold  arm  robust 

The  tender  fair  reclines  with  fondest  trust : 

With  nature's  finest  toucli  exulting  glows 

The  manly  breast  which  that  fond  aid  bestows  : 

That  first  of  generous  joys  on  man  bestow'd, 

In  Gothic  Spain  in  all  its  fervour  glovv'd. 

Then  high  burn'd  honour ;  and  the  dread  alarms 

Of  danger  then  assum'd  the  dearest  charms, 

Wiiat  for  the  fair  was  dar'd  or  suffer'd,  bore 

A  saint-like  merit,  and  was  envied  more  ; 

Till  led  by  lovesick  fancy's  dazzled  flight, 

From  court  to  court  forth  roam'd  adventure's  knight  j 

And  tilts  and  tournaments,  in  minnc  wars, 

Supplied  the  triumphs  and  the  honour'd  scars 
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Of  arduous  battles  for  tlieir  country  fought. 
Till  the  keen  relish  of  the  marvellous  wrought 
All  wild  and  fever'd;  and  each  peaceful  shade, 
With  batter'd  armour  deck'd,  its  knight  display'd. 
In  soothing  transport,  listening  to  the  strain 
Of  dwarfs  and  giants,  and  of  monsters  slain ; 
Of  spells  all  horror,  and  enchanters  dire, 
And  the  sweet  banquet  of  the  amorous  fire. 
When  knights  and  ladies  ciiaste,  reliev'd  from  thrall, 
Hold  love's  high  holiday  in  bower  and  hall. 

'Tvvas  thus,  all  pleasing  to  the  languid  thought, 
With  magic  power  the  tales  of  magic  wrought; 
Till  by  the  Muses  arm'd,  in  all  the  ire 
Of  wit,  resistless  as  electric  tire, 
Forth  rode  La  Mancha's  knight ;  and  sudden  fled 
Goblins  and  beauteous  nymphs,  and  pagans  dread. 
As  the  delirious  dream  of  sickness  flies, 
When  health  returning  smiles  from  vernal  skies. 
But  turn  we  now  from  chivalry  diseas'd, 
To  chivalry  when  honour's  wreath  she  seized 
From  wisdom's  hand.    From  Taurus'  nigged  steep. 
And  Caucasus,  far  round  with  headlong  sweep, 
As  wolves,  wild  howling  from  their  fauiish'd  den, 
Rush'd  the  devouring  bauds  of  Saracen : 
Their  savage  genius,  giant-hke  and  blind, 
Trampling  with  sullen  joy  on  human-kind  j 
Assyria  lay  its  own  uncover'd  grave, 
And  GaUia  trembled  to  the'  Atlantic  wave: 
In  awful  waste  the  fairest  cities  moan'd, 
And  human  liberty  expiring  groan'd 
When  Chivalry  arose  : — her  ardent  eye 
.Sublime,  that  fondly  mingled  with  the  sky, 
Where   patience   watch'd,   and  stedfast    pnrpose 

frown'd, 
Mix'd  with  devotious  fire,  slie  darted  round. 
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Stern  and  indignant ;  on  her  glittering  shield 
The  Cross  she  bore,  and  proudly  to  the  field 
High  phim'd  she  rush'd;  by  honour's  dazzling  fir'd, 
Conscious  of  Heaven's  own  cause,  and  all  inspird 
By  holy  vows,  as  on  the  frowning  tower 
The  lightning  volhes,  on  the  crested  power 
Of  Saracen  she  vving'd  her  javelin's  way, 
And  the  wide-wasting  giant  prostrate  lay. 
Let  supercilious  wisdom's  smiling  pride 
The  passion  wild  of  these  hold  days  deride; 
But  let  the  humbler  sage  with  reverence  own     ^ 
That  something  sacred  glows,  of  name  unknown,  (^ 
Glows  in   the  deeds  that  Heaven   delights   to  i 
crown  ;  ) 

Something  that  boasts  an  impulse  uncontroll'd 
By  school-taught  prudence,  and  its  maxims  cold. 
Fir'd  at  the  thought,  metiiinks  on  sacred  ground 
I  tread  ;  where'er  I  cast  miue  eyes  around, 
Palraela'sj'^  hill  and  Cintra's  summits  tell 
How  the  grim  Saracen's  dread  legions  fell ! 
Turbans  and  scimitars  in  carnage  roU'd, 
And  their  moon'd  ensigns  torn  from  everj'  hold  : 
Yes,  let  the  youth  whose  generous  search  explores 
The  various  lessons  of  Iberia's  shores, 
Let  him  as  wandering  at  the  IMuse's  hour 
Of  eve  or  morn,  where  low  the  JVIoorish  tower, 
Fallen  from  its  rocky  height  and  tyrant  sway. 
Lies  scatter'd  o'er  tiie  dale  in  fragments  grey, 
Let  Jiira  with  joy  behold  the  hills  around. 
With  olive  forests  and  with  vineyards  crown'd, 

^  Palmela's  hill  and  Cintra's  sitmmits — are  both  «en 
from  Almada,  and  were  principal  forts  of  the  Moor?.  They 
were  stormed  by  Alphonso  the  First  about  the  time  of  the  cou- 
quest  of  Lisbon. 
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All  grateful  pouring  on  the  hands  that  rear 
Their  fruit,  the  fruitage  of  the  bounteous  year. 
Tlien  let  his  mind  to  fair  Ionia  turn, — 
Alas!  Iiovv  waste  Ionia's  landscapes  mourn; 
And  thine,  O  beauteous  Greece  !  amid  the  tow'rs 
Where  dreadful  still  the  Turkish  banner  lours  : 
Beneath  whose  gloom,  unconscious  of  the  stain 
That  dims  his  soul,  the  peasant  hugs  his  chain. 
And  whence  these  woes  debasing  hnnian  kind  ? 
Eunuchs  in  heart,  in  polish'd  sloth  reclin'd, 
Thy  sons,  degenerate  Greece,  ignobly  bled, 
And  fair  Byzantium  bow'd  the'  imperial  head: 
While  Tago's  iron  race,  in  dangers  steel'd, 
All  ardour,  dar'd  the  horrors  of  the  tield. 
The  towers  of  Venice  trembled  o'er  her  flood, 
And  Paris'  gates  aghast  and  open  stood : 
Low  lay  her  peers  on  Fontarabia's  ^  plains  ; 
And  Lisboa  groan'd  beneath  stern  Mah'met's  chains: 
Vain  was  the  hope  the  north  might  rest  unspoil'd  j 
When  stern  Iberia's  spirit  fierce  recoil'd. 
As  from  the  toils  the  wounded  lion  bounds, 
And  tears  the  hunters  and  the  sated  hounds ; 
So  smarting  with  his  wounds  the'  Iberian  tore 
And  to  his  sun-scorch'd  regions  drove  the  Moor  : 
The  vengeful  Moors,  as  mastiffs  on  their  prey, 
Return'd  ;  as  heavy  clouds  their  deep  array 

9  Tlie  irruption  of  the  Mohammedans  into  Europe  gave  rise 
to  that  species  of  poetry  called  Romance.  The  Orlando  Fu- 
lioso  u  founded  upon  the  invasion  of  France, 

When  Charlemagne  with  all  his  peerage  fell 

By  Fontarabia 

Milton,  P.  Lost. 
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Blacken'd  o'er  Tamo's  banks.     As  Sagi-ez"^  braves 
And  stems  the  furious  rage  of  Afric's  waves, 
So  brav'd,  so  stood  the  Lusitanian  bands, 
The  southern  bulwark  of  Etiropa's  lauds. 
.Such  were  the  foes  by  chivalry  repell'd, 
And  such  the  honours  that  adorn'd  her  shield. 
And  ask  what  Christian  Europe  owes  the  high      ^ 
And  ardent  soul  of  gallant  ciiivalry,  > 

Ask,  and  let  Turkish-Europe's  groans  reply  !        ) 

As  through  the  picturd  abbey -window  gleams 
The  evening  sun  with  bold  thongh  fading  beams, 
£o  through  the  reverend  shade  of  ancient  days 
Gleam  tbe>e  bold  deeds  with  dim  yet  golden  rays. 
But  let  not  glowing  fancy  as  it  warms 
O'er  these,  high  honour's  youthful  pride  in  arms, 
Forget  the  stern  ambition  and  the  worth 
Of  minds  mature,  by  patriot  kings  call'd  forth  ; 
That  worth  which  rous'd  the  nation  to  explore 
Old  Ocean's  wildest  waves  and  farthest  shore. 

By  human  eye  untempted,  nnexplor'd. 
An  awful  solitude,  old  Ocean  roar'd  : 
As  to  the  fearful  dove's  impatient  eye 
Appears  the  height  untried  of  upper  sky  ; 
So  seem'd  the  last  dim  wave,  in  boundless  sprace 
Involv'd  and  lost,  when  Tagos  gallant  race, 
As  eagles  fixing  on  the  sun  their  eyes, 
Through  gulfs  unknown  explor'd  the  morning  skies. 
And  taught  the  wondering  world  the  grand  design 
Of  parent  Heaven,  that  shore  to  shore  should  joia 
In  bands  of  mutual  aid,  from  sky  to  sky, 
And  Ocean's  wildest  waves  the  chain  supply. 

'°  Tlie  promontory  of  Sjgrez,  where  Henry,  Duke  of  Viscp, 
resided  and  cslablisheil  hb  naval  school,  is  on  the  southern  part 
©f  Portugal,  opposite  to  Africa. 
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And  here,  luy  friend,  how  many  a  trophy  wooes 
The  Britons  earnest  eye,  and  British  Muse  ! 
Here  bids  the  youtiifiil  traveller's  care  forego 
The  arts  of  elegance  and  polish'd  show  ; 
Bids  otlier  arts  his  nobler  thoughts  engage, 
And  wake  to  higliest  aim  his  patriot  rage  ; 
Those  arts  which  rais'd  that  crae  of  men,  who  shone 
The  heroes  of  their  age  on  Lisboa's  throne. 
What  mighty  deeds  in  filial  order  flow'd, 
Wiiile  each  still  brighter  than  its  parent  glow'd. 
Till  Henry's  naval  school  its  heroes  ponr'd 
From  pole  to  pole  where^ver  Ocean  roar'd  ! 
Columbus,  Gania,  and  Magellan's  name. 
Its  deathless  boast ;  and  all  of  later  fame 
Its  offspring — kindling  o'er  the  view  the  Muse 
The  naval  pride  of  those  bright  days  reviews ; 
Sees  Gama's  sails,  that  first  to  India  bore, 
In  awful  hope,  evanish  from  the  shore  j 
Sees  from  the  silken  regions  of  the  morn 
What  fleets  of  gay  triuniphant  vanes  return  ! 
What  heroes,  phmiod  with  conquest,  proudly  bring 
The  eastern  sceptres  to  the  Lusian  king ! 
When  sudden,  rising  on  the  evening  gale,  "^ 

Methinks  I  hear  the  Ocean's  murmuis  wail,         J- 
And  every  breeze  repeat  the  woful  tale,  S 

How  bovv'd,  how  Tell  proud  Lisboa's  naval  throne — 
Ah,  heaven,  how  cold  the  bodiilg  thoughts  rush  on ! 
Methinks  I  hear  the  shades  that  hover  round 
Of  English  heroes  heave  the  sigh  profound. 
Prophetic  of  the  kindred  fate  that  lours 
O'er.  Albion's  fleets  and  London's  proudest  tow'rs. 
Broad  was  the  firm-bas'd  structnve,  and  subUme, 
Tiiut  Gama  fondly  rear'd  on  India's  clime  : 
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On  justice  and  benevolence  heplac'd 
Its  pondrous  weight,  and  warlike  trophies  grac'd 
Its  mountain  turrets;  and  o'er  Asia  wide 
Great  Aihuquerk  "  renown'd  its  generous  pride. 
The  injur'd  native  souglit  its  friendly  shade, 
And  India's  princes  bless'd  its  powerful  aid  ; 
Till  from  corrupted  passion's  basest  liour 
Rose  the  dread  demon  of  tyrannic  power. 
Sampayo's  heart,  where  dauntless  valour  reign'd, 
And  counsel  deep,  she  seiz'd  and  foul  protan'd. 
Then  the  strait  road  where  sacred  justice  leads, 
Where  for  its  plighted  compact  honour  bleeds, 
Was  left,  and  holy  patriot  zeal  gave  place 
To  lust  of  gold  and  self-devotion  base  ; 
Deceitful  art  the  chiefs  sole  guide  became, 
And  breach  of  faith  was  wisdom  ;  slaughter,  fame. 
Yet  though  from  far  his  hawk-eye  maik'd  its  prey, 
Soon  through  the  rocks  that  cross'd  his  crooked  way, 
As  a  toil'd  bull  fiercely  he  stumbled  on, 
Till  low  he  lay,  dishonour'd  and  o'erthrovvn. 

Others,  without  his  valour  or  his  art, 
With  all  his  interested  rage  of  heart. 
Follow  d,  as  blighting  mists  on  Gama's  toil, 
Atid  undermiu'd  and  rent  the  mighty  pile  ; 
Convulsions  dread  its  deep  foundations  tore  : 
Its  bending  head  the  scath  of  lightning  bore  : 
Its  fallen  turrets  desolation  spread  ; 
And  from  its  faithless  shade  in  horror  fled 
The  native  tribes — yet  not  at  once  subdued  ; 
Its  pristine  strength  long  storms  on  storms  with- 
stood; 
"  Albuqueik,Sainpayo,Xunio,  Castro,  are  distinguished  cba- 
raolers  in  the  Lusiad,  aud  iu  the  history  oi"  Poruiguese  Asia. 
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A  Nunio's  justice,  and  a  Castro's  sword, 
Oft  rais'd  its  turrets,  and  its  dread  restor'd. 
Yet,  like  the,  siinsliine  of  a  winter's  day 
On  Norway's  coast,  soon  died  the  tiansient  ray. 
A  tyrant  race,  wiio  own'd  no  country  '%  came. 
Deep  to  intrencli  themselves  their  only  aim  j 
With  Inst  of  rapine  fever'd  and  athirst, 
With  the  nnhallow'd  rage  of  gain  accurs'd  ; 
Against  each  spring  of  action,  on  the  breast, 
For  wisest  ends,  by  nature's  hand  inipress'd, 
Stern  war  they  wag'd;  and  blindly  ween'd,  aloae 
On  brutal  dread,  to  fix  their  cruel  tinone. 
The  wise  and  good,  with  indignation  fir'd, 
Silent  from  their  nnhallow'd  board  retir'd  ; 
The  base  and  cunning  staid,  and,  slaves  avow'd, 
Submiss  to  every  insult  smiling  bow'd. 
Yet  while  they  smil'd  and  bow'd  the  abject  head, 
In  chains  unfelt  their  tyrant  lords  they  led  ; 
Their  avarice,  watching  as  a  bird  of  prey, 
O'er  every  weakness,  o'er  each  vice  held  sway  ; 
Till  secret  art  assum'd  the  thwarting  face, 
And  dictate  bold  ;  and  ruin  and  disgrace 
Clos'd  tiie  unworthy  scene.     Now  trampled  low 
Beneath  the  injur'd  native,  and  the  foe 
From  Belgia  lur'd  by  India's  costly  prey, 
Thy  glorious  structure,  Gama,  prostrate  lay; 
And  lies  in  desolated  awful  gloom, 
Dread  and  instructive  as  a  ruin'd  tomb. 

'  *  Before  thetotal  declension  of  the  Portuguese  in  A?ia,and  while 
they  were  subject  lo  Spain,  the  principal  people,  says  the  historian 
Faria,  who  svere  mostly  a  mixed  race  bom  in  India,  lost  all 
affection  for  the  moliier-country,  nor  had  any  regard  for  any  of 
the  provinces  where  they  were  ouiy  the  sons  of  strangers  :  and 
present  emolument  became  their  sole  object. 
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Nor  less  on  Tago's  than  on  India's  coast 
Was  ancient  Lusian  virtue  stain'd  and  lost; 
On  Tamo's  banks,  heroic  ardour's  foes, 
A  soft,  luxurious,  tinsel'd  race,  arose ; 
Of  lofty  boastful  look  and  pompous  show, 
Triumphant  tyrants  o'er  the  weak  and  low : 
Yet  wildly  starting  from  the  garamg  board 
At  every  distant  brandish  of  the  sword ; 
Already  couquer'd  by  uncertain  dread, 
Imploring  peace  with  feeble  hands  outspread  : — 
Such  peace  as  trembling  suppliants  still  obtain, 
Such  peace  they  found  beneath  the  yoke  of  Spain  ; 
And  the  wide  empires  of  the  east  no  more 
Pour'd  their  redundant  horns  on  Lisboa's  shore. 

Alas,  my  friend,  how  vain  the  fairest  boast 
Of  human  pride  !  how  soon  is  Empire  lost ! 
The  pile  by  ages  rear'd  to  awe  the  world, 
By  oue  degenerate  race  to  ruin  hurl'd! 
And  shall  the  Briton  view  that  downward  race 
With  eye  unmov'd,  and  no  sad  likeness  trace ! 
Ah,  Heaven  !  in  every  scene,  by  memoiy  brought, 
My  fading  country  rushes  on  my  thought. 

From  Lisboa  now  the  frequent  vesper  bell 
Vibrates  o'er  Tago's  stream  with  solemn  knell. 
Turn'd  by  the  call  my  pensive  eye  surveys 
That  miglity  scene  of  history's  shame  and  praise. 
Methinks  I  hear  the  yells  of  horror  rise 
From  slaughter'd  thousands  shrieking'^  to  the  skies, 

^3  Besides  the  total  slaughter  of  the  Moors  at  the  taking  of 
Lisbon,  other  massacres  have  bathed  the  streets  of  that  city  in 
blood.  King  Fernando,  surnaraed  the  Careless,  was  diivcn 
from  Lisbon  by  a  bloody  insurrection,  headed  by  one  Velas- 
quez, a  tailor.  Some  lime  after,  on  the  death  of  Fernando, 
Adeyro,  the  Queeu-s  favourite,  was  stabbed  in  her  presence,  the 
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As  factious  rage  or  blinded  zeal  of  yore         [gore. 

Hoird  their  dire  chariot-wheels  through  streams  of 

Now  throbs  of  other  glow  niy  soul  employ  j 

I  hear  the  triumph  of  a  nation's  joy  ^'^, 

From  bondage  rescued  and  the  foreign  sword, 

And  independence  and  the  throne  restor'd. 

Hark,  what  low  sound  from  Cintra's  rock  !  the  air 
Trembles  with  horror ;  fainting  lightnings  glare  ; 
Shrill  crows  the  cock,  the  dogs  give  dismal  yell ; 
And  with  the  whirlwind's  roar  full  comes  the  swell ; 
Convulsive  staggers  rock  the'  eternal  ground, 
And  heave  the  Tagus  from  his  bed  profound  ; 
A  dark  red  cloud  the  towers  of  Lisboa  veils; 
Ah,  Heaven,  what  dreadful  groan  !  the  rising  gales 
Bring  light;  and  Lisboa  smoking  in  the  dust 
I-ies  falj'n. — The  wide-spread  ruins,  still  august, 
.Still  show  the  footsteps  where  the  dreadful  God 
Of  earthquake,  cloth'd  in  howling  darkness,  trod  ; 
Where  mid  foul  weeds  the  heaps  of  marble  tell 
From  what  proud  height  the  spacious  temples  fell; 

Eisliop  of  Lisbon  wns  thrown  from  the  tower  of  his  own  cathe- 
dral, and  the  massacre  of  all  tlie  Queen's  adherents  became  gene- 
ral; and  many  were  murdered  under  that  pretence,  by  those 
M'ho  had  an  enmity  against  them.  In  1505  between  two  and 
three  thousand  Jews  were  massacred  iu  Lisbon  in  the  space  of 
tliree  days,  and  many  Chrisiians  were  also  murdered  by  their 
private  enemies  under  a  similar  pretence  tli.U  ihey  were  of  the 
Hebrew  race.  Thousands  flocked  in  from  the  country  to  assist 
in  their  destruction,  and  the  crews  of  some  French  and  Dutcli 
ships  then  in  the  river,  says  Osorius,  were  particularly  active  iu 
murderiuE:  and  plundering. 

'■*  When  the  Spanish  yoke  was  thrown  off,  and  the  Duke  of 
Braganza  ascended  the  throne  nnder  the  title  of  John  IV.  This 
is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  events  in  hiitory,  and  does  the 
Portuguese  cation  infinite  honoui-. 
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And  pemiiy  and  sloth  of  squalid  niion 
}]8V]eath  tlie  roofless  palace  walls  '^  are  seen 
Iii  savage  hovels,  ^here  the  tap'stried  floor 
Vi'as  trod  by  nobles  and  by  kiugs  before  : 
How  like,  alas,  her  ludian  empire's  state ! 
Kow  like  the  city's  and  the  nation's  fate  ! 
Yet  time  points  forward  to  a  brishter  day : 
Points  to  the  domes  that  stretch  their  fair  array 
Through  the  brown  ruins,  lifting  to  the  sky 
A  loftier  brow,  and  mien  of  promise  high  ; 
Points  to  the  river-shore,  where  wide  and  grand 
The  courts  of  commerce  and  her  walks  expand, 
As  an  imperial  palace  '^  to  retain 
The  universal  queen,  and  fix  her  reign  ; 
Where  pleas'd  she  hears  the  groaning  oar  resound  ; 
By  magazines  and  ars'nals  mounded  round, 
Whose  yet  unfinish'd  grandeur  proudly  boasts 
Tlie  fairest  hope  of  either  India's  coasts, 
And  bids  the  Muse's  eye  in  vision  roam 
Through  mighty  scenes  in  ages  long  to  come. 

Forgive,  fair  Thames,  the  song  of  truth  that  pays 
To  Tago's  empress-stream  superior  praise  ; 

15  This  description  is  literally  just.  V/hole  families,  of  all  a^es, 
are  every  where  seen  araon^  ihc  rnins,  the  only  covering  of 
their  habitations  being  raj^ged  fragments  of  sail-ciofh ;  and 
their  common  f>ed  dirty  straw.  The  inagnificont  and  extensive 
ruins  of  the  palace  of  Braganza  contain  several  imndreds  of 
these  idle  people, much  more  wretched  in  their  apiiearancc  than 
the  gipsies  of  England. 

"*  The  Praza  de  Commercio,  or  Forum  of  Commerce,  is 
one  of  the  largest  and  most  magnificent  squares  in  Enrope. 
Tliree  sides  consist  of  the  Exchange  and  Ibe  public  offices;  the 
fourth  is  formed  by  the  Tagus,  which  is  here  edged  by  an  exten- 
sive and  w  be  wharf, baili  yf  coarse  niarblf. 
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O'er  every  vauntful  river  be  it  thine 
To  boast  the  guardian  shield  of  laws  divine  j 
But  yield  to  Tagus  all  the  sovereign  state 
By  nature's  gift  bestow'd  and  partial  fate, 
The  sea-like  port  and  central  sway  to  ponr 
Her  fleets,  by  happiest  course,  on  every  shore. 

When  from  the  sleep  of  ages  dark  and  dread, 
Thy  genius,  Commerce,  rear'd  her  infant  head, 
Her  cradle  bland  on  Tago's  lap  she  chose, 
And  soon  to  wondering  childhood  sprightly  rose  j 
And  when  to  green  and  youthful  vigour  grown 
On  Tago's  breast  she  fix'd  her  central  throne ; 
Far  from  the  hurricane's  resistless  sweep 
That  tears  with  thundering  rage  the  Carib  deep; 
Far  from  the  foul-wing'd  winter  that  deforms 
And  rolls  the  northern  main  with  storms  on  storms; 
Beneath  salubrious  skies,  to  summer  gales 
She  gives  the  ventrousand  retnrniug  sails  : 
The  smiling  isles,  named  Fortunate  of  old, 
First  on  her  Ocean's  bosom  fair  unfold  : 
Thy  world,  Columbus,  spreads  its  various  breast, 
Proud  to  be  first  by  Lisboa's  waves  caress'd ; 
And  Afric  wooes  and  leads  her  easy  way 
To  the  fair  regions  of  the  rising  day. 
If  Turkey's  drugs  invite  or  silken  pride. 
Thy  straits,  Alcides,  give  the  ready  tide  ; 
And  turn  the  prow,  and  soon  each  shore  expands 
From  Gallia's  coast  to  Europe's  northern  lands. 

When  Heaven  decreed  low  to  the  dust  to  bring 
That  lofty  oak  '\  Assyria's  boastful  king, 
'  Deep  (said  the  angel-voice)  the  roots  secure 
With  bands  of  brass,  and  let  the  life  endure, 

17  Sjec  Daniel  c.  iv. 
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For  yet  his  head  shall  rise.' — And  deep  remain 
The  hviug  roots  of  Lishoa's  ancient  reign  ; 
Deep  in  the  castled  isles  on  Asia's  strand, 
And  firm  in  fair  Braziiia's  wealthy  land. 
And  say,  while  ages  roll  their  l*»ngthening  traiii^ 
Sliall  nature's  gifts  to  Tagus  still  prove  vain, 
An  idle  waste  ! — A  dawn  of  brightest  ray 
Has  boldly  promis'd  t!ie  returning  day 
Of  Lisboa's  honours,  fairer  than  her  prime 
Lost  by  a  rude  unletter'd  age's  crime — 
Now  heaven-taught  science  and  her  liberal  band 
Of  arts,  and  dictates  by  experience  plan'd, 
Bene.ath  the  smiles  of  a  benignant  Queen 
Boast  the  fair  opening  of  a  reign  '*  serene, 
Of  omen  high. — And  Camoens'  ghost  no  more 
Wails  the  neglected  PJuse  on  Tago's  shore; 
No  more  his  tears  the  barbarous  age  '^  upbraid : 
His  griefs  and  wrongs  all  sooth'd,  his  happy  shade 


iS  Alludes  to  the  establishment  of  the  Royal  Academy  of 
Lisbon  in  May  1780,  under  the  presidency  of  the  most  illus- 
trious Prince  Don  John  of  Braganza,  Duke  of  Lafoens,  &c.  &c. 
The  au'.hor  was  present  at  the  ceremony  of  its  coramcncement, 
and  had  the  honour  to  be  admitted  a  member. 

'9  Camoens,  the  first  poet  of  Portugal,  published  his  Lusiad 
at  a  time  of  the  deepest  declension  ot  public  viriuc,  when  the 
Portuguese  empire  in  India  was  falling  into  rapid  decay,  when 
literature  was  totally  neglected,  and  all  was  luxury  and  imbe- 
cility at  home.  At  the  end  of  Books  V.  and  VII.  of  his  Lusia<l, 
he  severely  upbraids  the  nobility  for  their  barbarous  ignorance. 
He  died  neglected  in  a  wtirkhcnse,  a  few  months  beiore  his 
country  fell  under  the  yoke  of  Philip  II.  of  Spain,  whose 
policy  in  Portugal  was  of  the  same  kind  wiiii  that  which  he  ex- 
ercised in  (he  ^'ethe^lands,  endeavourii-.g  to  secure  submission 
by  severity,  with  the  view  of  redueing  tlietn  beneath  the  possi- 
biJity  of  a  successful  revolt. 
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Beheld  the'  Ulysses ^°  of  his  age  return 

To  Tago's  banks  ;  and  earnest  to  adorn 

The  hero's  brows,  he  weaves  tlie'  Elysian  crowii^ 

What  time  the  letter'd  chiefs  of  old  renown, 

And  patriot  heroes,  in  the'  Elysian  bowers 

Shall  hail  Braganza  !  Of  the  fairest  flowers 

Of  Helicon,  entwin'd  with  laurel  leaves 

From  Maxen  field,  the  deathless  wreath  he  weaves  : 

Anxious  alone,  nor  be  his  vows  in  vain, 

That  long  his  toil  nnfmish'd  may  remain  ! 

The  view  how  grateful  to  the  liberal  mind, 
Whose  glow  of  heart  embraces  human-kind, 
To  see  a  nation  rise !  But  ah,  my  friend, 
How  dire  the  pangs  to  mark  our  own  descend! 
With  ample  powers  from  ruin  still  to  save, 
Yet  as  a  vessel  on  the  furious  wave, 
Through  sunken  rocks  and  ravenous  whirlpools  tost, 
Each  power  to  save  in  counter-action  lost, 
A\'^here,while  combiningstorms  the  decks  o'erwhelm, 
Timidity  slow  falters  at  the  helm, 

20  This  title  is  given  by  the  Portuguese  historians  to  Don 
John,  one  of  the  younger  sons  of  John  1,  of  Portugal,  who  had 
visited  every  court  of  Europe.  The  same  title  is  no  less  due 
to  the  present  illustrious  descendant  of  his  family,  the  Duke  of 
Lafoens.  His  Grace,  who  has  within  these  few  years  returned 
tt»  his  native  country,  wa«  about  twenty-two  years  absent  from 
it.  During  the  iate  war,  hew.'s  a  volunteer  in  the  army  of  the 
Empress  Queen,  in  wliich  he  served  as  lieutenant-general,  and 
particularly  distinguished  himself  at  the  battle  of  Maxen,  where 
the  Prussians  were  defeated.  After  the  peace,  he  not  only  visited 
every  court  of  Europe,  most  of  whose  languages  he  speaks 
fluently,  but  also  travelled  to  Turkey  and  Egypt,  and  even  to 
Lapland.  His  Grace  is  no  less  distinguished  by  his  taste  for  tlw 
Belles  Lcttres,  than  for  hii  extensive  knowledge  of  hisloiy 
and  science. 
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Tlie  crew,  in  mutiny,  from  every  mast 
Tearins;  its  strength,  and  yicldini;  to  the  blast ; 
Ijy  faction's  stern  and  gloomy  hist  of  change, 
And  selfish  rage  inspir'd  and  dark  revenge — 
Nor  ween,  my  friend,  that  favouring  fate  forbodes 
That  Albion's  state,  the  toil  of  demi-gods, 
From  ancient  manners  pure,  throu;.h  ages  long, 
And  from  unnumber'd  friendly  aspects  sprung, 
Wlien  poison'd  at  the  heart  its  soul  expires, 
Shall  e'er  again  resume  its  generous  fires  : 
No  future  day  may  such  fair  frame  restore  : 
When  Albion  falls,  she  falls  to  rise  uo  more ! 


STANZAS, 


ADDRESSED  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY  STUDIOUS  OF 
BOTANY. 

Say,  gentle  Lady  of  the  bower, 
For  thou,  though  young,  art  wise, 

And  known  to  thee  is  every  flower 
Beneath  our  milder  skies : 

Say,  which  the  plant  of  modest  dye, 

And  lovely  mien  combiu'd. 
That  fittest  to  the  pensive  eye 

Displays  the  virtuous  mind  ? 

I  sought  the  groves  where  innocence 

Methought  might  long  reside; 
But  April's  blossoms  banish'd  thence, 

Gave  summer,  Flora's  pride. 
I 
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I  sought  the  garden's  boasted  haunt, 

But  on  the  gay  parterre 
Carnations  glow,  and  tuUps  flaunt, 

No  humble  floweret  there. 

*  The  flower  you  seek  (tlje  Nymph  replies) 

Has  bow'd  the  languid  head  ; 

For  on  its  bloom  the  blazing  skies 

Their  sultry  rage  have  shed. 

*  'Tis  now  the  downward  withering  day 

Of  winter's  dull  presage, 
That  seeks  not  where  the  dog-star's  ray 
Has  shed  his  fiercest  rage. 

*  Yet  search  yon  shade,  obscure,  forlorn, 

Whei  e  rude  the  bramble  grows ; 

There,  shaded  by  the  humble  thorn, 

The  lingering  Primrose  blows.' 


SONNET 


ON  PASSING  THE  BRIDGE  OF  ALCANTKA, 
NEAR  LISBON, 

Whei-e  Camoens  is  reported  to  have  chosen  his  Station, 
ulien  Age  and  Necessity  compelled  him  to  beg  Ids  dalbj 
Sustenance. 

Oft  as  at  pensive  eve  I  pass  the  brook 
Where  Lisboa's  Maro,  old  and  suppliant,  stood, 
Fancy,  his  injur'd  eld  and  sorrows  rude 
Brought  to  my  view.    'Twas  night :  with  cheerless 

look 
Methouglit  he  bow'd  the  head  in  languid  raooil, 
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As  pale  with  penury  in  darkling  nook 
Forlorn  he  watch'd.     Sudden  the  skies  partook 
A  mantling  blaze,  and  warlike  forras  intrude. 
Kere  Gama's  semblance  braves  the  boiling  main, 
y\nd  Lusitania's  warriors  hurl  the  spear ; 
But  whence  that  flood  of  light  that  bids  them  rear 
Tlieir  lofty  brows!  From  thy  neglected  strain, 
Cunoens,  unseen  by  vulgar  eye  it  flows; 
That  glorious  blaze,  to  thee,  thy  thankless  country 
owes. 


STANZAS  ON  31 R.  GARRICK. 

Fair  was  the  graceful  form  Prometheus  made, 
Its  front  the  image  of  the  god  display'd  : 
All  heaven  approv'd  it,  ere  ^Minerva  stole 
The  fire  of  Jove,  and  kindled  up  the  soul. 

So  Shakspeare's  page,  the  flower  of  poesy, 
Ere  Garrick  rose,  had  charms  for  every  eye  : 
'Twas  Nature's  genuine  image  wild  and  grand, 
The  strong  mark'd  picture  of  a  master's  hand. 

But  when  his  Garrick,  Nature's  Pallas,  came, 
The  bard's  bold  painting  burst  hito  a  flame  ; 
Each  part  new  tbrce  and  vital  warmth  receiv'd, 
As  touch'd  by  heaven — and  all  the  picture  Uv'd. 


IMITATIONS  OF  SPENSER 


SYR  MARTYN: 

A  POEM,  IN  THE  MA.NNER  OF  SPENSER. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Tins  attempt  in  the  manner  of  Spenser  was  first 
published  in  1767,  since  which  time  it  has  passed 
thronuh  some  editions,  under  the  title  of  The  Con- 
cubine ;  a  title,  which,  it  must  be  confessed,  con- 
veyed a  very  improper  idea  both  of  the  subject 
and  spirit  of  the  Poem.  It  is  now  more  properly 
entitled  Syr  Martyn,  and  the  author  is  happy  to 
find  that  the  public  approbation  of  the  work  has 
given  him  an  opportunity  to  alter  its  name  so  much 
to  advantage. 

The  first  pubhcation  was  not  accompanied  vith 
any  prefatory  address,  by  which  either  the  in- 
tention of  tiie  writer  might  be  explained,  or  the 
candour  of  the  reader  solicited.  To  solicit  can- 
dour for  the  poetical  execution  he  still  declines, 
for  taste  is  not  to  be  bribed  ;  but  perhaps  justice 
to  himself  may  require  some  explanation  of  his  de- 
sign, and  some  apology  for  his  iise  of  the  manner 
of  Spenser. 
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.  It  is  an  established  maxim  in  criticism,  '  That 
an  interesting  mora!  is  essential  to  a  good  poem.' 
The  character  of  the  ?,Iau  of  Fortune  is  of  the 
utmost  importance  both  in  the  pohtical  and  moral 
world  :  to  tlnow,  therefore,  a  just  ridicule  on  the 
pursuits  and  pleasures  which  often  prove  fatal  to 
the  important  virtues  of  the  gentleman,  must  af- 
ford an  interesting  moral,  but  it  is  the  management 
of  the  writer  which  alone  must  render  it  striking. 
Yet  however  he  may  iiave  failed  in  attaining  this, 
the  author  may  decently  assert,  that  to  paint  false 
pleasure  as  it  is,  ridiculous  and  contemptible,  alike 
destructive  to  virtue  and  to  happiness,  was  at  least 
the  purpose  of  his  Poem. 

It  is  also  an  established  maxim  in  criticism,  that 
the  subject  of  a  poem  should  be  one ;  that  every 
part  should  contribute  to  the  completion  of  one 
design,  which,  properly  pursued,  will  naturally 
diffuse  itself  into  a  regular  beginning,  middle,  and 
end.  Yet  in  at  taming  this  unity  of  the  whole, 
the  necessary  regularity  must  still  be  poetical,  for 
the  spirit  of  poetry  cannot  exist  under  the  shackles 
of  logical  or  mathematical  arrangement.  Or,  to 
use  the  words  of  a  very  eminent  Ciitic,  '  As  there 
must  needs  be  a  connexion,  so  tiiai  connexion  will 
best  answer  its  end,  and  the  purpose  of  the  writer, 
which,  whilst  it  leads  by  a  sure  tram  of  thinking 
to  the  conclusion  in  view,  conceals  itself  ail  the 
while,  and  leaves  to  the  reader  the  satisfaction  of 
supplying  the  intermediate  links,  and  joining  to- 
gether, in  his  own  mind,  what  is  left  in  a  seeming 
posture  of  neglect  and  inconnexiou.' 

If  therefore  the  delineation  of  the  character  of 
the  man  of  birth,  who,  with  every  advantage  of 
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natural  abilities  and  amiable  disposition,  is  at  once 
lost  to  the  public  and  himself:  if  this  character 
has  its  beginning,  middle,  and  end,  the  poem  has 
all  the  unity  that  propriety  requires:  how  far  such 
unity  is  attained,  may  perhaps  be  seen  at  one  view 
in  the  following  argument : 

After  an  invocation  to  the  genius  of  Spenser, 
and  proposition  of  the  subject,  the  Knight's  first 
attachment  to  his  Concubine,  his  levity,  love  of 
pleasure,  and  dissipation,  with  the  influence  over 
iiim  which  on  this  she  assumes,  are  parts  which 
undoubtedly  constitute  a  just  beginning. 

The  effects  of  this  influence,  exemplified  in  the 
different  parts  of  a  gentleman's  relative  character — 
in  his  domestic  elegance  of  park,  gardens,  and 
house — in  his  unhappiness  as  a  lover,  a  parent,  and 
a  man  of  letters — behaviour  as  a  master  to  his  te- 
nants, as  a  friend,  and  a  brother — and  in  his  feel- 
ings, in  his  hours  of  retirement,  as  a  man  of  birth 
and  a  patriot,  naturally  complete  the  middle,  to 
which  an  allegorical  catastrophe  furnishes  the  pro- 
per and  regular  end. 

Some  reasons,  perhaps,  may  be  expected  for 
having  adopted  the  manner  of  Spenser.  To  pro- 
pose a  general  use  of  it  were  indeed  highly  absurd; 
yet  it  may  be  presumed  there  are  some  subjects  on 
which  it  ma;y  be  used  with  advantage.  But  not 
to  enter  upon  any  formal  defence,  the  author  will 
only  say,  that  the  fulness  and  wantonness  of  de- 
scription, the  quaint  simplicity,  and  above  all,  the 
ludicrous,  of  which  the  antique  phraseology  and 
manner  of  Spenser  are  so  happily  and  peculiarly 
susceptible,  inclined  him  to  esteem  it  not  solely  as 
the  best,  but  the  only  mode  of  composition  adapted 
to  his  subject. 
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SYR  MARTYN. 


CANTO  I. 


The  mirtlifull  bown^s  and  flowry  dale* 

Of  pleasures  I'aerie  land, 
Wliere  virtues  biidds  arc  blighted  as 

By  foul  enchanters  \vand. 


Awake,  ye  west  windes,  through  the  lonely  dale, 
And,  fancy,  to  thy  faerie  bowre  betake ! 
Even  now,  with  balraie  freshnesse,  breathes  the  gale, 
Dimpling  with  downy  wing  the  stilly  lake  ; 
Through  t!ie  pale  willows  faultering  whispers  wake. 
And  evening  comes  with  locks  bedropt  with  dew  ; 
On  Desmond's  '  mouldering  turrets  slowly  sliake 
The  trembling  rie-grass  and  the  hare-bell  blue, 
And  ever  and  anon  faire  Mulla's  plaints  renew. 

O  for  that  naraelesse  powre  to  strike  mine  eare, 
That  powre  of  charme  thy  naiads  once  possest, 
Melodious  Mulla  !  when,  full  oft  whyleare, 
Thy  gliding  murmurs  sootlied  the  gentle  brest 
Of  haplesse  Spenser  :  long  with  woes  opprest, 
Long  wich  the  drowsie  patrons  smyles  decoy'd, 
Till  in  thy  shades,  no  more  with  cares  distrest, 
No  more  with  painful  an.xjons  hopes  accloy'd, 
The  sabbath  of  his  hfe  the  mildogood  man  enjoy'd  : 

'  The  castle  of  the  Earl  of  Desmond,  on  (he  banks  of  the  ri- 
ver Mully  iu  Ireland,  was  some  time  the  residence  of  Spenicr, 
thi  place  where  he  wrote  the  greatest  pari  of  the  Faerie  Qucenc. 
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Enjoy'd  each  wish  ;  while  rapt  in  visions  blest 
The  Muses  wooed  him,  when  each  evening  grey 
Luxurious  Fancy,  from  her  wardrobe  drest 
Brought  forth  her  faerie  knights  in  sheen  array 
By  forrest  edge  or  welling  fount,  where  lay, 
Farre  from  the  crowd,  the  carelesse  bard  supine  : 
Oh,  happy  man  !  how  innocent  and  gay, 
How  mildly  peacefuH  past  these  honres  of  thine ! 
Ah  !  could  a  sigh  avail,  such  sweete  calme  peace 
were  mine ! 

Yet  oft,  as  pensive  through  these  lawns  I  stray. 
Unbidden  transports  through  my  bosome  swell ; 
"With  pleasing  reverence  awed,  mine  eyes  survey 
The  hallowed  shades  where  Spenser  stnnig  his  shell, 
The  brooke  still  murmurs  through  thf^  bushy  dell, 
Still  through  the  woodlands  wild  and  beauteous  rise 
The  hills  green  tops  ;  still  from  her  moss-white  cell 
Complayning  Echoe  to  the  stockdove  sighs. 
And  Fancy,  wandering  here,  still  feels  new  extacies. 

Then  come,  ye  Genii  of  the  place  !  O  come. 
Ye  wilde-vvood  Muses  of  the  native  lay ! 
Ye  who  these  bancks  did  whilom  constant  roam, 
And  round  your  Spenser  ever  gladsome  play  ! 
Oh,  come  once  more!  and  with  your  magick  ray 
These  lawns  transforming,  raise  the  mystick  scene — 
The  lawns  already  own  your  vertua!  sway. 
Proud  cities  rise,  with  seas  and  wildes  atweene ; 
In  one  enchanted  view  the  various  walks  of  men. 

Towerd  to  the  sky,  with  cliff  on  cliff  ypild, 
FVonting  the  sunne,  a  rock  fantastick  rose  ; 
From  every  rift  the  pink  and  primrose  smild, 
And  redd  with  blossoms  hung  the  wilding  boughs  ; 
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On  middle  cliff  each  flowry  shrub  that  blows 

On  Maye's  sweetemorne  a  fragrant  erove  display 'd, 

Beauteous  and  wilde  as  ever  Druid  cliose  ; 

From  whence  a  reverend  Wizard  through  the  shade 

Advaunst  to  meet  my  steps  :  for  here  me  seem'd 

I  stray'd. 
White  as  the  snow-drop  round  his  temples  flow'd 
A  few  thin  hairs ;   bright  in  his  eagle  eye,  [glow'd ; 
Meint  with    heaven's   lightning,  social   raildnesse 
Yet  when  him  list  qneynt  was  his  leer  and  slie, 
Yet  wondrous  distant  from  malignitie  ; 
For  still  his  smyle  did  forcibly  disclose 
The  soul  of  worth  and  warm  hart-honestie  : 
Such  winning  grace  as  age  but  rare  bestows 
Dwelt  on  his  cheeks  and  lips,  though  like  the  wi- 
thering rose. 

Of  skyen  bine  a  mantling  robe  he  wore, 

A  purple  girdle  loosely  ty'd  his  waist 

Enwove  with  many  a  tiowre  from  many  a  shore, 

And  half  conceal'd  and  half  reveal'd  his  vest, 

His  vest  of  silk,  the  Faerie  Queene's  bequest 

What  time  she  wooed  him  ere  his  head  was  grey; 

A  lawrell  bough  he  held,  and  now  addrest 

To  speech,  he  points  it  to  the  mazy  way 

That  wide  and  farre  around  in  wildest  prospect  lay. 

*  Yonnkling,  (quoth  he)  lo,  where  at  thy  desire 

The  wilderness  of  life  extensive  lies; 

The  path  of  blustering  fame  and  warlike  ire, 

Of  scowling  powre  and  lean-honed  covelise, 

Of  thoughtlesse  mirth  and  folly's  giddy  jo\s; 

And  whither  all  those  paths  illusive  end, 

All  these  at  my  connnand  didactick  rise, 

And  shift  obedient  as  mine  arm  I  bend.' 

He  said,  and  to  tlie  field  did  straight  his  arm  extend. 
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<  Well  worthy  views,  (quoth  I)  rise  all  around, 

But  certes,  lever  would  I  see  and  hear, 

How,  oft,  the  gentle  plant  of  generous  ground 

And  fairest  bloom  no  ripen'd  fruit  will  bear  : 

Oft  have  I  shed,  perdie,  the  bitter  tear 

To  see  the  shoots  of  vertue  shrink  and  die, 

Untimely  blasted  in  the  soft  greene  eare  : 

What  evil  blight  thus  works  such  villainy,        [try.' 

To  tell,  O  reverend  seer,  thy  prompt  enchantment 

*  Ah  me !  how  little  doe  nnthinkiiig  youth 
Foresee  the  sorrowes  of  their  elder  age ! 

Full  oft,  (quoth  he)  my  bosom  melts  with  ruth 
To  note  the  follies  of  their  early  stage. 
Where  dissipation's  cup  full  dcepe  they  pledge; 
Ne  can  the  wizard's  saws  disperse  to  fiigut 
The  ills  that  soon  will  wane  against  them  wage, 
Ne  may  the  spells  that  lay  the  church-yarde  spright, 
From  pleasures  servile  bands  release  the  luckless 
wight. 

'  This  truth  to  tell,  see  yonder  lawnskepe  rise, 

An  ample  field  of  British  clime  I  ween, 

A  field  whicii  never  by  poetick  eyes  [scene 

Was  view'd  from  hence.    Thus,  though  the  rural 

Has  by  a  thousand  artists  penciled  beene, 

Some  other  may,  from  other  point,  explore 

A  view  fitll  different,  yet  as  faire  beseene  : 

So  shall  these  lawns  present  one  lawnskepe  more  ; 

For  certes  where  we  stand  stood  never  wight  before. 

*  In  yonder  dale  does  wonne  a  gentle  knight' — -— 
Fleet  as  he  spake  still  rose  the  imagerie 

Of  all  he  told  depeinten  to  the  sight  j 
It  was,  I  weet,  a  goodlie  baronie ; 
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Beneath  a  greene-clad  bill,  right  faire  to  see, 
The  castle  in  the  sunny  vaie  ystood ; 
AH  round  the  east  grew  many  a  sheltering  tree, 
And  on  the  west  a  dimpling  silver  flood        [wood. 
Ran  through  the  gardius  trim,  then  crept  into  the 

*  How  sweetly  here,  (quoth  he)  might  one  employ 
And  fill  with  worthy  deed  the  fleeting  houres! 
What  pleasaunce  mote  a  learned  wight  enjoy 
Emong  the  hills  and  vales  and  shady  bowres, 

To  mark  how  buxom  Ceres  round  liim  poures 
The  hoary-headed  wheat,  the  freckled  corne, 
The  bearded  barlie,  and  the  hopp  that  towres 
So  high,  and  with  his  bloom  salevvs  the  morne. 
And  with  the  orchard  vies  the  lawnskepe  to  adorn. 

*  The  fragrant  orchard,  where  her  golden  store 
Pomona  lavishes  on  everie  tree, 

The  velvet-coated  peach,  the  plumb  so  hore. 

The  nectrines  redd,  and  pippins  sheene  to  see, 

That  nod  in  everie  gale  with  wanton  glee  : 

How  happy  here  with  Woodstock's  laughing  swain  - 

And  Avon's  bard  ^  of  peerlesse  memorie 

To  saunter  through  the  dasie-whiten'd  plain,  [train. 

When  fancy's  sweetest  impe  Dan  Spenser  joins  the 

*  Ne  to  Syr  Martyn  bight  were  these  unknown  ; 
Oft  by  the  brooke  his  infant  steps  they  led. 
And  oft  the  Fays,  with  many  a  warbling  tone 
And  laughing  shape,  stood  round  his  morning  bed: 
Such  happiness  bloom'd  fair  around  his  head. 
Yet  though  his  mind  was  form'd  each  joy  to  taste. 
From  him,  alas  !  dear  homefelt  joyaunce  fled. 
Vain  meteors  still  his  cheated  arms  embrac'd ; 
Where  all seem'd  flowrie  gay,  he  found  a  drery  waste. 

'  Chaucer.  '  Shakspcare. 
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*  Jnst  when  he  had  his  eighteenth  summer  seen, 
Lured  by  the  fragrance  of  the  ne\v-mown  hay. 

As  careiesse sauntering  through  theelm-fenc'd  green, 

lie  with  his  book  beguil'd  the  closing  day, 

The  dairy  maid  hight  Katherine  frisk'd  tliat  way ; 

A  roguish  twinkhng  look  the  gypsie  cast, 

For  much  she  wish'd  the  lemnvans  part  to  play  : 

Nathlesse,  unheeding  on  his  way  he  past, 

Ne  enter'd  in  his  heart  or  wish  or  thought  unchast. 

*  Right  plump  she  was,  and  ruddiegiow'd  her  cheek, 
Her  easie  waste  in  niilch-white  boddice  dight. 
Her  golden  locks  curl'd  down  her  shoulders  sleek, 
And  lialfe  her  bosorae  heaving  met  the  sight. 
Whiles  gayly  she  accosts  the  sober  wight : 
Freedom  and  glee  blythe  sparkling  in  her  eye. 
With  wanton  n^errimake  she  trips  the  knight. 
And  roinid  the  younkling  makes  the  clover  flye  : 
But  soon  he  slarten  up,  more  gamesome  by  and 

bye. 

"  I  ween,  (quoth  she)  you  think  to  win  a  kiss. 
But,  certes,  you  shall  woo  and  strive  in  vain." 
Fa.st  in  his  armes  he  caught  her  then  ywis  j 
Yfere  they  fell :  but  loud  and  angry  then 
Gan  she  of  shame  and  'haviour  vild  complain. 
While  bashfiiliy  the  weetlesse  boy  did  look  : 
With  cunning  smjles  she  view'd  his  awkward  pain  ; 
The  smyle  he  caught,  and  eke  new  courage  took. 
And  Katherine  then  a  kiss,  perdie,didgentiie  brook, 

*  Fleet  pass'd  the  months  ere  yet  the  giddy  boy 
One  thought  bestow'd  on  what  would  surely  be  ; 
But  well  his  aunt  perceiv'd  his  dangerous  toy, 
And  sore  she  fear'd  her  auncient  faraihe 
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Slioulii  now  be  stain'd  with  blood  of  base  degree: 
For,  sootli  to  tell,  her  hefest  hearts  deljulit 
^Vas  still  to  count  her  princely  pedi^iee, 
Through  barons  bold  all  up  to  Cadvvall  hight, 
Thence  up  to  Trojan  Brute  ysprong  of  Venus  bright. 

'  But,  zealous  to  forefend  her  gentle  race 
Trom  baselie  matching  with  plebeian  blond,  [grace, 
Whole  nights  she  schem'd  to  shoune  thilk  foull  dia- 
And  Katherin's  bale  in  wondrous  wrath  she  vow'd  : 
Yet  could  she  not  with  cunning  portaunce  shroud, 
So  as  might  best  succede  her  good  intent, 
But  clept  her  lemman  and  vild  slut  aloud  ; 
That  soon  she  should  her  gracelesse  tliewes  repent, 
And  stand  in  long  white  sheet  before  the  parsoa 
shent.' 

So  spake  the  Wizard,  and  bis  hand  he  wav'd, 
And  prompt  the  scenerie  rose,  where  listless  lay 
The  knighl  in  shady  bowre,  by  streamlet  lav'd, 
While  Piiilomela  sooth'd  the  parting  day  : 
Here  Katherin  him  approach'd  with  features  gay. 
And  all  her  store  of  blandishments  and  wiles  ; 
The  knight  was  touch'd — but  she  vA'ith  soft  delay 
And  gentle  teares  yblends  her  languid  smiles, 
And  of  base  falsitie  the'  enamour'd  boy  reviles. 

Amaz'd  the  boy  beheld  her  ready  teares. 

And,  taultering  oft,  exclaims  with  wondring  stare, 

'  What  mean  these  sighs?  dispell  thine  ydle  feares; 

And,  confident  in  me,  thy  griefes  declare.' 

<  And  need,  (quoth  she)  need  I  my  heart  to  bare, 

And  tellen  what  untold  well  knowne  mote  be? 

Lost  is  my  friends  good-will,  my  mothers  care — 

By  you  deserted — ah !  unhappy  me  ! 

Left  to  your  aunt's  fell  spight,and  wieakfull  crueltie.^ 
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*  My  aunt!  (quoth  he)  forsooth  shall  she  command? 
No  ;  sooner  shall  yond  hill  forsake  his  place,' 

He  lan;!;hing  said,  and  would  have  caua^ht  her  hand ; 
Her  hand  she  shifted  to  her  blubber'd  face 
\Vith  prudish  modestie,  and  sobd,  '  Alas  ! 
Grant  me  your  bond,  or  else  on  yonder  tree 
These  silkin  garters,  pledge  of  thy  embrace, 
Ah,  welladay  !  shall  hang  my  babe  and  me, 
And  everie  night  our  ghostes  shall  bring  all  hell  to 
thee.' 

Ythrill'd  with  horror  gap'd  the  wareless  wiglit, 
As  when,  aloft  on  well-stored  cherrie-tree, 
The  thievish  elfe  beholds  with  pale  affright 
The  gardner  near,  and  weets  not  where  to  flee  : 

*  And  will  my  bond  forefend  thilk  misevie  ? 
That  shalt  thou  have  ;  and  for  thy  peace  beside, 
What  mote  I  more?  Housekeeper  shalt  thou  be' — 
An  awfiill  oath  forthwith  his  promise  lied,    [bride. 
And  Katheiin  was  as  blythe  as  ever  blythesome 

His  aunt  fell  sick  for  very  dole  to  see 

Her  kindest  counsels  scorn'd,  and  sore  did  pine 

To  think  what  well  she  knew  would  shortly  be, 

Cadwalliu's  blood  debas'd  in  Kathrin's  line ; 

For  very  dole  she  died.     Oh  sad  propine, 

Syr  knight,  for  all  that  care  which  she  did  take ! 

How  many  a  night,  for  coughs  and  colds  of  thine. 

Has  she  sat  up,  rare  cordial  broths  to  make. 

And  cocker'd  thee  so  kind  with  many  a  daintie  cake  ! 

Soft  as  the  gossamer  in  summer  shades 
Extends  its  twinkling  hue  from  spray  to  spray, 
Gently  as  sleep  the  weary  lids  invades. 
So  soft,  so  gently  pleasure  mines  her  way ; 
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But  v\hither  will  the  smiling  fiend  betray, 
Ah,  let  the  knight's  approaching  days  declare ! 
Though  everie  bloome  and  flowre  of  buxom  May 
Bestrew  her  path,  to  desarts  cold  and  bare 
The  mazy  path  betrays  the  giddy  wight  unware. 

'  Ah  !  (says  the  Wizard)  what  may  now  availe 
Kis  manlie  sense  that  fairest  blossoms  bore, 
His,  temper  gentle  as  the  whispering  gale, 
His  native  goodnesse,  and  his  vertuous  lore ! 
Now  through  his  veins,  all  uninflam'd  before. 
The'  enchanted  cup  of  dissipation  hight 
Has  shedd,  with  subtil  stealth,  through  everie  pore, 
Its  giddy  poison,  brew'd  witli  magicke  might, 
Each  biuld  of  gentle  worth  and  better  thought  te 
blight. 

*  So  the  Canadian,  train'd  in  drery  wastes 

To  chace  the  foming  bore  and  fallow  deer, 

At  tirst  the  trader's  beverage  shylie  tastes; 

But  soon  with  headlong  rage,  unfelt  whyleare, 

Inflam'd  he  lusts  for  the  delirious  cheer  : 

So  bursts  the  boy  disdainful  of  restrent. 

Headlong  attonce  into  the  wylde  career 

Of  jollitie,  with  all  his  mind  unbent,  [spent. 

And  dull  and  yrksome  hangs  the  day  in  sports  un- 

Now  tiy  the  wassal  seasons  wing'd  with  glee, 
Each  day  affords  a  floode  of  roring  joy  ;         [flee, 
The  springs  green  months  ycharni'd  with  cocking 
The  jolly  horce-race  summer's  grand  employ, 
His  harvest  sports  the  foxe  and  hare  destroy  j 
But  the  substantial  comforts  of  the  bowl 
Are  thine,  O  Winter  !  thine  to  fire  the  boy 
With  England's  cause,  and  swell  his  mightie  soul, 
Till  dizzy  with  his  peres  about  the  flore  he  row!. 
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*  Now  round  his  dores  ynail'd  on  cloggs  of  wood 
Hang  many  a  bad<>er^s  snout  and  foxes  tail, 

The  which  iiad  he  through  many  a  hedge  persewd, 
Through  marsh,  through  meer,  dyke,  ditch,  and 
delve  and  dale  ;  [pale; 

To  hear  his  hair-breadth  scapes  would  make  you 
Wliich  well  the  groome  hight  Patrick  can  relate, 
AVhikas  on  holidays  he  quaffs  his  ale  ; 
Anil  not  one  circumstance  will  he  forgett, 
So  keen  the  braggard  chorle  is  on  his  hunting  sett. 

*  Now  on  the  turf  the  knight  with  sparkling  eyes 
Beliolds  the  springing  racers  sweep  the  ground  j 
Now  lightlie  by  the  post  the  foremost  flies, 

And  thondring  on,  the  rattling  hoofs  rebound  ; 

The  counters  groan,  the  cracking  whips  resound  : 

And  gliding  witii  the  gale  they  rush  along 

Right  to  the  stand.    Tlie  knight  stares  wildly  round, 

And,  rising  on  his  sell,  his  jocund  tongue 

Is  heard  above  the  noise  of  all  the  noisie  throng. 

*  While  thus  the  knisrht  persewd  the  shaddowjoy. 
As  youthful  spirits  thoughtlesse  led  the  way. 
Her  gildeii  baits,  ah,  gilded  to  decoy  ! 

Katlniii  did  eve  and  morn  before  him  lay, 
Walchtiill  to  please,  and  ever  kindlie  gay ; 
Till,  liKe  a  thing  bewitch'd,  the  carelesse  wight 
Resigns  himself  to  her  capricious  sway  : 
Then  soon,  perdie,  was  never  charme-bound  spright 
In  necromancers  thrall  in  halfe  such  pitteous  plight. 

*  Her  end  accomplish'd,  and  her  hopes  at  stay. 
What  need  her  now,  she  recks,  one  smyle  bestow  j 
Each  care  to  please  were  trouble  thrown  away, 
And  thrifilesse  waste,  with  many  maxims  moe. 
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As,  ^vhat  were  she  the  better  did  she  so? 
She  conns,  and  treely  sues  her  native  bent ; 
Yet  still  can  she  to  guard  his  thralldom  know, 
Though grim'd  with  snutf  in  tawdrie  gown  she  went, 
Tiiough  peevish   were  her  spleen  and  rude  her 
jollinient. 

<  A,s  when  tlie  linnett  hails  the  balniie  raorae. 
And  roving  through  the  trees  his  niattin  siugs^ 
Lively  with  joy,  till  on  a  lucklesse  thorne 
He  lights,  where  to  his  feet  the  birdlime  clings-; 
Then  ail  in  vain  he  flapps  his  gaudie  wings  : 
The  more  he  flutters  still  the  more  foredone : 
So  tares  it  with  the  knight :  each  morning  brings 
His  deeper  thrall :  ne  can  he  brawling  shun, 
For  Kdtlierin  was  his  thorne  and  birdlime  both  in 
one. 

*  Or,  when  atop  the  hoary  western  hill 
The  ruddie  suune  appears  to  rest  his  chin. 
When  not  a  breeze  disturbs  the  murmuring  rill. 
And  mlldhe  warm  the  falling  dewes  begin, 

The  gamesome  trout  then  shews  her  oilverie  skin, 
As  wantonly  beneath  the  wave  she  glides, 
Watching  the  buzzing  flies,  that  never  blin. 
Then,  dropt  with  pearle  and  golde,  displays  her  sides, 
Wliile  she  with  fretpieut  ieape  the  ruffled  streame 
divides. 

*  On  the  greene  banck  a  truant  schoolboy  stands ; 
Weii  has  the  urchin  niarkt  her  meny  play, 

An  ashen  rod  obeys  Viis  gnilefull  hands, 
And  leads  the  mimick.  fly  across  her  way ; 
Aakaunce,  with  wistly  look  and  coy  delay, 
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The  Imngrie  trout  the  gHtteraiind  treachor  eyes, 
Semblannt  of  hfe,  with  speckled  wings  so  gay  ; 
Then,  slyUe  nibbling,  prudish  from  it  tiies,    [prize. 
Till  with  a  bouncing  start  she  bites  the  truthless 

*Ah.  then  the  younker  gives  the  fatcfuli  twitch  ; 
Struck  with  amaze  she  feels  the  hook  ypight 
Deepe  in  her  gilis,  and,  plonging  where  the  beech 
Shaddows  the  poole,  she  runs  in  dred  affright ; 
In  vain  the  deepest  rock,  her  late  delight, 
In  vain  the  sedgy  nook  for  help  she  tries  ; 
The  laughing  elfe  now  curbs,  now  aids  her  fiight, 
The  more  entangled  still  the  more  she  flies, 
And  soon  amid  the  grass  the  panting  captive  lies. 

*  Where  now,  ah  pity  !  where  that  sprightly  play, 
Tliat  wanton  bounding,  and  exulting  joy. 

That  lately  welcom'd  the  retourning  ray, 

When  by  the  rivletts  bancks,  with  blushes  coy, 

April  v/alk'd  forth — ah!  never  more  to  toy 

In  purling  streame,  she  pants,  she  gasps,  and  dies ! 

Aye  me  !  how  like  the  fortune  of  the  boy, 

His  days  of  revel  and  his  nights  of  noise       [prize. 

Have  left  him  now,  involv'd,  his  lemman's  hapless 

*  See  now  the  changes  that  attend  her  sway  ; 
The  parke  where  rural  elegance  had  placed 
Her  sweet  retreat,  where  cunning  art  did  play 
Her  happiest  freaks,  that  nature  undefaced 
Receiv'd  new  charmes  ;  ah,  see,  how  foul  disgrae'd 
Now  lies  thilke  parke  so  sweetlie  wylde  afore  ! 
Each  grove  and  boweiy  walke  be  now  laid  waste  ; 
The  bowling-greene  has  lost  its  shaven  flore, 

And  snow'd  with  washing  suds  now  yawns  beside 
the  dore. 
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*  All  round  the  borders  where  the  pansie  bhie, 
Crocus,  and  polyanthus  speckled  fine, 

And  daffodils  in  fayre  confusion  grew 
Emong  the  rose-bush  roots  and  eglantine  ; 
These  now  their  place  to  cabbages  resign, 
And  tawdrie  pease  supply  the  liilys  stead  ; 
Rough  artichokes  now  bristle  where  the  vine 
Its  purple  clusters  round  the  windows  spread, 
And  laisie  coucumbers  on  dung  recline  the  head. 

*  The  flagrant  orchard,  once  the  summer's  pride, 
Where  oft,  by  moonshine,  on  the  daisied  greene^ 
In  jovial  daunce,  or  tripping  side  by  side, 
Pomona  and  her  buxom  nymphs  were  seene  ; 
Or,  where  the  clear  canal  stretch'd  out  atweene, 
Deffly  their  locks  with  blossomes  would  they  brede; 
Or,  resting  by  the  primrose  hillocks  sheene, 
Beneath  the  apple  boughs  and  walnut  shade. 
They  sung  their  loves  the  while  the  fruitage  gaily 

spread : 

'  The  fragrant  orchard  art  her  dire  command 
In  all  the  pride  of  blossome  strew'd  the  plain ; 
The  hillocks  gently  rising  through  the  land 
Must  now  no  trace  of  nature's  steps  retain  ; 
The  clear  canal,  the  mirrour  of  the  swain. 
And  bluish  lake  no  more  adorn  the  greene, 
Two  durty  watering  ponds  alone  remain  ;   [beene, 
And  where  the   moss-floor'd  filbert   bowres   had 
Is  now  a  turnip  tield,  and  cow  yarde  nothing  cleanc. 

*  An  anncienl  crone,  yclepd  by  housewives  Thrift, 
All  this  devis'd  for  trim  oeconomie  ; 

But  certes  ever  from  her  bii  th  bereft 
Of  elegance,  ill  fitts  her  title  high : 
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Coarse  were  her  looks,  yet  smoothe  her  coiirtesie, 
Hoyden  her  shapes,  but  grave  was  her  attyre, 
And  ever  fixt  on  trifles  was  her  eye  ; 
And  still  she  plodden  round  the  kitchin  fyre, 
To  save  the  smallest  crombe  her  pleasure  and  de- 
syre. 

<  Bow-bent  with  eld,  her  stops  were  soft  and  slow, 
Fast  at  her  side  a  bounch  of  keys  yhong, 
Dull  care  sat  brooding  on  her  jealous  brow, 
Sagacious  proverbs  dropping  from  her  tongue  : 
Yet  sparing  though  she  beene  her  guestes  emong, 
Ought  by  herself  that  she  mote  gormandise, 
The  foul  curmudgeon  would  have  that  ere  long, 
And  hardly  could  her  witt  her  gust  suffice  j 
Albee  in  varied  stream,  still  was  it  covetise. 

*  Dear  was  the  kindlie  love  which  Katherin  bore 
This  crooked  ronicm,  for  in  soothly  guise 

She  was  her  genius  and  her  counsellor  : 
Now  cleanly  milking-pails  in  careful  wise 
Bedeck  each  room,  and  &uch  can  she  despise 
The  knight's  complaints,  and  thriltlesse judgment  ill: 
Eke  vers'din  sales,  right  wondrous  cheap  she  buys, 
Parlour  and  bedroom  too  her  bargains  till : 
Though  useless,  cheap  they  beene,  and  cheap  she 
purchas'd  still. 

*  His  tenants  whilom  been  of  thriftie  kind, 
Did  like  to  sing  and  worken  all  the  day, 
At  seedtime  never  were  they  left  behind, 
And  at  the  harvest-feast  still  first  did  play; 
And  ever  at  the  terme  their  rents  did  pay, 
For  well  they  knew  to  guide  their  rural  geer : 
All  in  a  row,  yclad  in  homespun  gray, 
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They  march'd  to  church  each  Sunday  of  tlie  year, 
Their  imps  yode  on  afore,  tlie  carles  brought  up  the 


'  Ah,  happy  days!  but  now  no  longer  found  : 

No  more  with  social  hospitable  glee 

The  village  hearths  at  Christmas  tide  resound, 

No  more  the  Whitsun  gamboU  may  you  see, 

Nor  morrice  daunce,  nor  May-daye  joUitie, 

When  the  blythe  maydens  foot  the  dewy  green ; 

But  now,  in  place,  heart-sinkitsg  penurie 

And  hopelesse  care  on  every  face  is  seen, 

As  these  the  drery  times  of  curfeu-bell  had  been. 

*  For  everie  while,  with  thief  like  lounging  pace, 
And  dark  of  look,  a  tawdrie  villain  came. 
Muttering  some  words  with  serious  meaning  face, 
And  on  the  church  dore  he  wonld  fix  their  name  j 
Then,  nolens  volens,  they  must  heed  the  same. 
And  quight  those  rieldes  their  yeomen  grandsires 

plow'd 
Eer  since  black  Edward's  days,  when,  crown'd  with 

fame. 
From  Cressie  field  the  knight's  old  grandsire  prowd 
Led  home  his  yeomandrie,and  each  his  glebe  allowd. 

<  But  now  the  orphan  sees  his  harvest  fielde 
Beneath  the  gripe  of  law's  stern  rapine  fall, 
The  friendlesse  widow,  from  her  hearth  expell'd, 
Withdraws  to  some  poor  hutt  with  earthern  wall : 
And  these,  perdie,  were  Katherins  projects  all : 
For,  sooth  to  tell,  grievd  was  the  knight  full  sore 
Such  sinful  deeds  to  see  :  yet  such  his  thrall, 
Though  he  had  pledg'd  his  troth,  yet  natliemore 
It  mote  he  keep,  except  she  will'd  the  same  before. 
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*  Oh,  wondrous  powre  of  woman's  wily  art. 
What  for  thy  witchcraft  too  secure  may  be  ! 
Not  Circe's  cup  may  so  traosform  the  heart, 
Or  bend  the  will,  fallacious  powre,  like  thee ; 
Lo,  ruanly  seuse,  of  princely  dignitie, 

Witch'd  by  thy  spells,  thy  crowching  slave  is  seen ; 
Lo,  high-brow'd  honour  bends  the  groveling  knee, 
And  every  bravest  virtue,  sooth  I  ween. 
Seems  Uke  a  blighted  flowre  of  dank  unlovely  mien, 

*  Ne  may  grim  Saracene,  nor  Tartar  man, 
Such  ruthlesse  bondage  on  his  slave  impose, 
As  Kathrin  on  the  knight  full  deffiy  can  ; 
Ne  may  the  knight  escape,  or  cure  his  woes : 

As  he  who  dreams  he  climbs  some  mountains  brows, 
With  painful  struggling  up  the  steep  height  strains, 
Anxious  he  pants  and  toils,  but  strength  foregoes 
His  feeble  limbs,  and  not  a  step  he  gains ;  [chains. 
So  toils  the  powrelesse  knight  beneath  his  servile 

*  His  lawyer  now  assumes  the  guardians  place ; 
Leam'd  was  thilk  clerk  in  deeds,  and  passing  she  j 
Slow  was  his  speeche,  and  solemn  was  his  face 
As  that  grave  bird  which  Athens  rankt  so  high  ; 
Pleas'd  Dullness  basking  in  his  glossie  eye, 

The  smyle  would  oft  steal  through  his  native  phlegm ; 
And  well  he  guards  Syr  Martyns  propertie, 
Till  not  one  peasant  dares  invade  the  game  : 
But  certes,  seven  yeares  rent  was  soon  his  own  just 
claim. 

'  Now  mortgage  follows  mortgage  :  cold  delay 
Still  yawns  on  everie  long-depending  case. 
The  knight's  gay  bloome  the  while  shd  fast  away  ; 
Kathrin  the  while  brought  bantling  imps  apace ; 


IMITATIONS  OF  SPENSER.  123 

Vr'hile  everie  day  renews  his  vile  disgrace, 
And  straitens  still  tlie  more  his  galhng  thrail : 
See  now  what  scenes  his  household  hours  debase, 
And  rise  successive  in  his  cheerlesse  hill.' 
So  spake  the  Seer,  and  prompt  the  sceiie  obey'd 
his  call. 

'  See,  (quoth  the  Wizard)  how  with  foltering  mien, 

And  discompos'd  you  stranger  he  receives; 

Lo,  how  with  sulkie  look,  and  raoapt  with  spleen, 

Kis  frowning  mistresse  to  his  tiiend  beliaves  ; 

In  vain  he  nods,  in  vain  his  hand  he  waves, 

Ne  will  she  heed,  ne  will^he  sign  obay; 

Nor  corner  dark  his  awkward  biushes  saves. 

Ne  may  the  hearty  laugh,  ne  featnres  gay: 

The  hearty  laugh,  perdie,  does  but  liis  pain  betray. 

*  A  worthy  wight  his  friend  was  ever  known, 
Some  generous  cause  did  still  his  lips  inspire  j 
He  begs  the  knight  by  friendships  long  agone 
To  shelter  from  his  lawyer's  cruel  ire 

An  auncient  hinde,  around  whose  cheerlesse  fire 
Sat  grief,  and  pale  disease.  The  poor  man's  wrong 
Atfects  the  knight:  his  inmost  hart's  desire 
Gleams  through  his  eyes ;  yet  all  oonfus'd,  and  stung 
With  inward  pain,  he  looks,  and  silence  guards  his 
tongue. 

*  See,  while  his  friend  entreats  and  urges  still, 
See,  how  with  sidelong  glaunce  and  'haviour  shy 
He  steals  the  look  to  read  his  lemman's  will, 
Watchfull  the  dawn  of  an  assent  to  spy. 

Look  as  he  will,  yet  will  slie  not  comply. 

His  friend  with  scorn  beholds  his  awkward  pain; 

From  him  even  pity  turns  her  tear-dew'd  eye, 
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And  haidlic  can  the  burstiug  laugh  restrain, 
While  manUe  honour  frowns  on  his  unmanhe  stain. 

<  Let  other  scenes  now  rise,'  the  Wizard  said  : 

He  wav'd  his  hand,  and  other  scenes  arose. 

'  See  there,  (qnoth  he )  the  knight  supinely  laid 

Invokes  the  household  houres  of  learn'd  repose; 

An  anncient  song  its  manly  joys  bestows: 

The  melting  passion  of  the  Nutt-brown  Mayde 

Glides  throush  his  breast  j    his  wandering  fancy 

glows, 
Til!  into  wildest  reveries  betray'd, 
lie  hears  the'  imagin'd  faire,  and  wooes  the  lovely 

shade. 

'  Transported  he  repeats  her  constant  vow, 
How  to  the  green-wode  shade,  betide  whateer, 
She  with  her  banish'd  love  would  fearlesse  goe, 
And  sweet  would  be  with  him  the  hardest  cheer. 
"  O  heaven  !  (he  sighs)  what  blessings  dwell  sincere 
In  love  like  this !" — But  instant  as  he  sigh'd, 
liiirstin^  into  the  room,  loud  in  his  ear 
His  leniman  thonders,  '*  Ah  I  fell  dole  betide 
The  girl  that  trusts  in  man  before  she  bees  his  bride ! 

**  And  must  some  lemman  of  a  whiffling  song 

l)clis;ht  your  fancy  1"    she  disdainful  cries  ; 

M'hen  straight  her  imps  all  brawhng   round  her 

throng. 
And,  bleard  with  teares,  each  for  revenge  applies : 
Hi:n  cheifc  in  spleene  the  father  means  chastise, 
But  finin  his  kindiie  hand  she  saves  him  still ; 
Yet  fur  no  fault,  anon,  in  furious  wise 
V<i!i  yellow  fife  she  little  spares  to  kill ;  [will. 

And  then,  next  breath,  does  all  to  coax  its  stubborn 
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'■  Pale  as  the  ghoste  that  by  the  gleaming  moon 
^Withdraws  the  curtain  of  the  murderers  bed, 
^  0  pale  and  cold  at  heart,  as  halfe  aswoon 
The  knight  stares  round  ;  yet  good  nor  bad  he  sed. 
Alas  !  though  trembling  anguish  inward  bled, 
His  best  resolve  soon  as  a  meteor  die^ : 
His  present  peace  and  ease  mote  chance  have  flee!, 
He  deems ;  and  yielding,  looks  most  wondrous  wise, 
As  from  himself  he  hop'd  his  grief  and  shame  dis- 
guise. 

'■  Woe  to  the  wight  whose  hated  home  no  more 

The  hallow'd  temple  of  content  may  be ! 

AVhile  now  his  days  abroad  with  groomes  he  wore. 

His  mistresse  with  her  liefest  companie, 

A  rude  unletter'd  herd  !  with  dearest  glee, 

Enjoys  each  whisper  of  her  neighbours  shame  ; 

And  still  anon  the  flask  of  ratatie 

Improves  their  tales,  till  certes  not  a  name  [dame. 

Escapes  their  blasting  tongue,  or  goody,  w  ench,  ov 

*  One  evening  tide  as  witli  her  crones  she  sate, 
IMaking  sweete  solace  of  some  scandall  new, 
A  boistrous  noise  came  thondring  at  the  gate, 
And  soon  a  sturdie  boy  approach'd  in  view 
With  gold  far  glitteraund  were  his  vestments  blue 
And  pye-shap'd  hat,  and  of  tlie  silver  sheen 

An  huge  broad  buckle  glaunst  in  either  sljoe, 
And  round  his  necke  an  India  kerchiefe  clean, 
And  in  his  hand  a  switcii :  a  jolly  wight  I  ween. 

*  Farre  had  he  saird,and  roam'd  the  foamy  deepe, 
Where  ruddle  Phcebus  slacks  his  firie  team  ; 
(With  burning  golde   then   tlames   the'  ethereal 

steepe, 
And  ocean's  waves  like  molien  silver  seem) 
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Eke  had  he  seen,  with  dimond-glittering  beam, 
The  starve  of  morn  awake  the  roseate  day, 
While  yet  beneath  the  moone  old  NiUis'  stream 
Pale  through  the  land  reflects  the  gleamy  ray, 
As  through  the  midnight  skyes  appearcs  the  milky 
way. 

*  Throagh  the  Columbian  world,  and  verdant  isles 
Unknown  to  Carthage,  had  he  frequent  sped  : 
Eke  had  he  beene  where  flowery  somnier  smiles 
At  Christmas  tide,  where  other  heavens  are  spred, 
Besprent  witli  starres  that  Newton  never  red, 
Where  in  the  north  the  sun  of  noone  is  scene  : 
Wherever  Hannos  bold  ambition  led, 
Wherever  Gama  sail'd,  there  had  he  beene, 
Gama  ^,    the  dearling  care  of  beauty's  heavenly 

queene. 

*  Eke  had  he  plied  the  rivers  and  the  coast 
Where  bold  Nearch  young  Amraon's  fleet  did  guide  j 
A  task  so  dred  the  world-subduing  host 

Could  not  another  for  such  feats  provide : 
And  often  had  he  seen  that  ocean  wide 
Which  to  his  wearie  bands  thilke  youth  did  say 
None  but  the  immortal  gods  had  ever  spy'd ; 
Wiiich  sight,  quoth  he,  will  all  your  toils  repay: 
That  none  mote  see  it  more  als  he  the  gods  did 
pray  ^. 

*  Through  these  outlandish  shores  and  oceans  dire 
For  ten  long  seasons  did  the  younkling  toil,  [fire, 
Tiunugh  siormes,through  tempests,  and  the  battel's 
Through  cold,  through  heat,  cheer'd  by  the  hope 
Of  yet  revisiting  his  natal  soil:  [the  while 

^  SfC  the  Ltisi.id. 

4  For  llii-i  ■ipeucli  to  his  army,  and  priiyer  of  Alexander,  see 
Q.  Curtiui. 
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Aiid  oft,  when  flying  in  the  monsoon  gaic, 
P.y  -Ethiopia's  coast  or  Java*s  ile, 
^V  hen  glauncing  over  ocean's  bosom  pale,       [sail : 
The  ship  liung  on  the  winds  with  broad  and  steadie 
'  Hung  on  the  winds  as  from  his  ayrie  flight, 
With  wide-spred  wing  unmov'd,  the  eagle  bends, 
""iVheu,  on  old  Siiowdou's  brow  prepar'd  to  light, 
SaiUng  the  liquid  skye  he  sheer  descends  : 
Thus  oft,  when  roving  farre  as  wave  extends, 
The  sceues  of  promist  bliss  would  warm  the  boy; 
To  meet  his  brother  with  each  wish  yblends, 
And  fiiendship'sglowinghopes  each  thought  employ; 
And  now  at  home  arriv'd  his  heart  dilates  with  joy. 

*  Around  the  meadows  and  the  parke  he  looks, 
To  spy  the  streamlett  or  the  elm-tree  shade, 
Wliere  oft  at  eve,  beneath  the  cawing  rooks. 
He  with  his  feres  in  mery  childh.oode  play'd : 
But  all  was  chang'd  ! — Unweetingly  disraay'd 
A  cold  foreboding  impulse  thrills  his  breast ; 
And  who  but  Rathrin  now  is  dearnly  frayd 
When  entering  in  she  kens  the  stranger  guest : 
Then  with  sad   mieu  she  rose,  and  kindlie  him 

embrest. 

*  Great  marvell  at  her  solenm  cheer  he  made  ; 
Then,  sobbing  deepe,  "  Glad  will  Syr  Martyn  be, 
Faire  Syr,  of  your  retourne,  (she  gently  said) 
But  what  mishap  !  our  infant  familie. 

The  dearest  bai)es,  though  they  were  nought  tome, 
That  ever  breath'd,are  laid  in  deadly  plight: 
What  shall  vve  do  ! — great  were  your  courtesie 
To  lodge  In  yonder  tenant's  house  to  night ; 
The  skilful!  leache  forbids  tliat  noise  my  babes 
should  fright." 
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*  Blnnt  was  the  boy,  and  to  the  farme-hoiis«  nigh 
To  wait  his  brother,  at  her  bidding  fares, 
Conducted  by  a  gossip  pert  and  sly  : 
Kathrin  the  while  her  malengines  prepares. 
Now  gan  the  duske  suspend  the  plowman's  cares, 
Whoii  tVoni  his  rural  sportes  arrives  the  knight ; 
Soon  with  his  mates  the  jovial  bowl  he  shares. 
His  hail  resounds ! — amaz'd  the  stranger  wight 
Arreads  it  all  as  done  to  him  in  fell  despight. 

*  Late  was  the  houre  whenas  the  knight  was  tould 
Of  stranjier  guest :  '■'  Go.  bid  him  welcome  here  ; 
Wiiat  seeks  he  there:"  quoth  he.  "  Perdie,  what 

would 
You  seek  ?"  says  to  the  boy  the  messenger. 
"  To  see  the  knight,  (quoth  he)  I  but  reqiiere." 
"  Syr  knight,  he  seornes  to  come ;"  the  servant  said. 
"  Go,  bid  him  still  (qnoth  he)  to  welcome  cheer:" 
But  all  contrarywise  the  faytor  made, 
Till  rage  enflamM  the  boy ;  and  still  his  ras'e  they 
fed. 

"  Your  ])rother,  (quoth  the  hostesse)  soon  will 

waste 
His  faire  estate  ;  and  certes,  well  I  read, 
He  weens  to  hold  your  patrimonie  fiist.' 
Next  morne  a  lawyer  beene  ybvought  with  speed, 
And  wise  he  lookt,  and  wisely  shook  his  hede. 
Him  now  impowVd,  the  youth  with  rage  yblent 
\  ows  never  to  retourne ;  then  mounts  his  steed, 
And  leaves  the  place  in  fancy  hugely  shent : 
All  which  to  Kathrin's  mind  gave  wondrous  §reat 

content.' 
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CANTO  II. 


In  museful  stound  Syr  Martyn  rewa 
His  yonlbedes  iboughtlesse  stagey 

But  dissipation  haunts  him  to 
The  blussomes  of  oltl  age. 


With  ^acefuil  pause  awhile  the  Wizard  stood, 
Then  thus  resunrd — '  As  he  whose  homeward  way 
Lies  through  the  windings  of  some  verdant  wood  j 
Through  many  a  mazy  turn  and  aibour  gay 
He  sues  the  flowery  steps  of  joUie  May, 
While  through  the  openings  many  a  lawnskepe  new 
Bursts  on  his  sight ;  yet,  never  once  astray, 
Still  home  he  wends :  so  we  our  theme  pursue, 
Through  many  a  banck  and  bowre  close  following 
still  our  cue. 

Sooth'd  by  the  murmurs  of  a  plaintive  streame, 
A  wyld  romantick  deli  its  fragrance  shed  ; 
Safe  from  the  thonder  showre  and  scorching  beame 
Their  faerie  charmes  the  summer  bowres  displaid; 
AVyld  by  the  bancks  the  bashfull  cowslips  spread, 
And  from  the  rock  above  each  ivied  seat 
The  spotted  foxgloves  hung  the  purple  head, 
And  lowlie  vilets  kist  the  wanderer.?  feet : 
Sure  never  Hybla's  bees  roov'd  through  a  wilde 
so  sweet. 
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*  As  winds  the  streamlett  snrpentine  along. 
So  leads  a  solenm  walk  its  bowry  way, 

The  pale-leaved  palms  and  darker  limes  among. 
To  where  a  grotto  lone  and  secret  lay  j 
The  yellow  broome,  where  chirp  the  linnets  gay. 
Waves  round  the  cave ;    and  to  the  bliie-streak'd 

skyes 
A  shatter'd  rock  towres  up  in  fragments  gray : 
The  she-goat  tVom  its  height  the  lawnskepe  eyes, 
And  calls  her  vvander'd  young,  the  call  each  banck 
replies. 

*  Here  oft  the  knight  had  past  the  summer's  raorne 
What  time  the  wondering  boy  to  manhood  rose, 
When  fancy  first  her  lawnskepes  gan  adorne. 
And  reasons  folded  buddes  their  flowres  disclose, 
What  time  young  transport  through  the  spirits  flows, 
Wlien  nature  sinyles  with  charmes  unseen  before, 
When  with  unwonted  hopes  tiie  bosome  glows. 
While  wing'd  with  whirlwind  speed  the  thoughts 

explore 
The  endlesse  wylde  of  joys  that  youth  beholds  ia 
store. 

'  The  Dryads  of  the  place,  that  nurst  the  flowres. 
And  hung  the  dew-drop  in  the  hyacinth's  bell. 
For  him  employ'd  their  virtue-breathing  powres. 
And  Cambria's  genius  bade  his  worth  excell : 
His  youthful  breast  contest  the  wondrous  spell ; 
His  generous  temper  warm'd  with  fayre  design. 
The  friend  and  patriot  now  his  bosome  swell. 
The  lover  and  the  father  now  combine,  [join. 

And  smyling  visions  form,  where  bliss  and  hououi' 
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'  Of  tliese  lov'd  soothings  this  the  Inv'd  retreat 
fllvlust  now  no  more  with  dreams  of  bliss  decoy  ; 
fi  Yet  here  he  liken  stiil  himself  to  meet, 
Though  woes,  a  gloomy  train,  his  thoughts  employ  t 
*■  Oh  lost  to  peace,  (he  sighs)  unhappy  boy  ! 
Oi]  lost  to  every  worth  that  life  adorns ! 
Oh  lost  to  peace,  to  elegance,  and  joy  !" 
Tiie'  aerial  genius  of  the  cave  returns,       [mourns/ 
Whiles  in    the  bubbling  rill  the   plaintive   naiad 

Thus  as  he  spake  the  magic  lawnskepe  rose, 
Tlie  dell,  the  grotto,  and  the  broome-clad  hill  ; 
'  See,  (quoth  the  Wizard)  where  the  knight  bestows 
An  houre  to  thought, and  reason's  whispers  still; 
Whiles,  as  a  nightly  vision  boding  ill, 
Seen  with  pale  glymps  by  lonely  wandering  swayne, 
Truth,  gleaming  through  the  fogs  of  blast  will, 
Frowns  on  him  sterne,  and  honest  Shame  "gins  fayae 
In  her  reflective  glass  his  life's  ignoble  straine. 


*  His  earlie  hopes  she  shews  and  shews  againe  : 

*'  How  oft  hast  thou,  (she  cries)  indignant  view'd 

The  titled  cyphei-  and  his  solemn  traine, 

The  busie  face,  and  dull  solicitude, 

That,  ever  plodding  in  important  mood, 

Has  not  a  soul  to  reach  one  noble  aim, 

Nor  soul,  nor  wish — whose  vacant  mind  endew'd 

With  not  one  talent,  yet  would  lewdly  claim 

For  his  vile  leaden  bust  the  sacred  wreath  of  fame  : 

*'  Who  to  the  patron's  lawrells  would  aspire, 
By  labouring  in  the  British  clime  to  rear         [fire, 
Those  arts  that  quencht  provvd  Rome's  patrician 
And  bow'd  her  projie  beneath  the  Gothick  spear  j 
Illustrious  cares !  befitting  patriot  peer ! 
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Italian  sing-song  and  the  ennuclis  sqnall ! 

Such  arts  as  sooth'd  the  base  unmanly  ear 

Of  Greece  and  Persia  bending  to  llieir  fell ;    [call. 

When  freedonie  bled  unwept, and  scorn  d  was  glory's 

"  While  these  thy  breast  with  scorn  indignant  fir'd, 
"What  other  views  before  thee  would  disclose ! 
As  fancy  painted  and  thy  wish  inspir'd 
What  glorious  scenes  beneath  thy  shades  arose! 
Britannia's  guardians  here  dispell  her  woes, 
Forming  her  laws,  her  artrs,  with  godlike  toil ; 
There  Albion,  smyliug  on  tlieir  learn'd  repose, 
Sees  manly  genius  in  their  influence  smile,  [the  ile. 
And  spread  the  hallow'd  streames  of  virtue  round 

"  How  blest,   all  heaven!    such    selfe-approving 

houres, 
Such  views  still  opening,  still  extending  higher. 
Cares  whence  the  state  derives  its  firmest  povvres, 
And  scenes  where  friendship  sheds  her  purest  fire  ; 
And  did,  ah  shame!  these  hopes  in  vain  expire 
A  morning  dreame  !  As  lorn  the  spendthrift  stands, 
Who  sees  the  fieldes  bequeath'd  him  by  his  sire. 
His  own  no  more,  now  reapt  by  strangers  hands; 
So  languid  must  1  view  faire  honours  fertile  lands." 

*  Silence  would  then  ensue  ;  perhaps  reclin'd 
On  lh<;  greene  margin  of  the  streame  be  lay, 
While  softlie  stealing  on  liis  languid  mind 
The'  ideal  scene  would  hold  a  moment's  sway, 
And  the  domestickhoure  all  smyles  display, 
Where  fixt  esteeme  the  fond  discourse  inspires  : 
Now  through  his  heart  would  glide  the  sprightlie  ray 
Where  married  love  bids  Hght  his  purest  fires, 
Vliere  elegance  presides,  and  wakes  the  young 
desires. 
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*  Straight  to  his  brawling  lemman  turns  his  mind  ; 
Shock'd  he  beholds  the  odious  colours  rise, 
Where  selfishnesse,  low  pride,  and  spleen  combin'd, 
Bids  every  auijnish'd  thought  his  mate  despise, 
His  mate  unforni  d  for  sweete  alfection's  ties 
Groveling,  indelicate — Stung  to  the  heart 

His  indignation  heaves  in  stifled  sighs ; 
But  soon  his  passion  bursts  with  sudden  start: 
His  children  strike  his  thoughts  with  lively  piersant 
smart. 

*  The  mother's  basenesse  in  their  deeds  he  sees, 
And  all  the  wounded  father  swells  his  breast : 
Suddein  he  leaves  the  cave  and  mantling  trees. 
And  up  the  furzie  hill  his  footsteps  haste. 
While  sullenly  he  soothes  his  soul  to  rest : 
Meantime  the  o|)ening  prospect  wide  he  gains, 
Where,  crown'd  with  oake,  with  meadow  flowres 
His  British  chaplet,  buxom  summer  reigns,  [ydrest, 
And  waves  his  mantle  greene  forre  round  the  smyl- 

ing  plains. 

*  Still  as  he  slow  ascends,  the  bounteous  farms, 
And  old  grey  towres  of  rural  churches  rise, 

The  fieldes  still  lengthening  show  their  crowded 
In  fayre  perspective  and  in  richest  guise:  [charms, 
His  sweeping  scythe  the  white-sleev'd  mower  plies, 
The  plowman  throush  the  fallow  guides  his  teame, 
Acrosse  the  wheaten  fielde  the  milkmayde  hies, 
To  where  the  kine,  foreby  the  reedy  streame. 
With  frequent  lowe  to  plaine  of  their  full  udders 
seeme. 

*  See,  now  the  knight  arrives  where  erst  an  oak 
Dan  /EoVs  blustering  stormes  did  long  repell. 
Till  witch'd  it  was,  when  by  an  headlong  shock, 
As  tlie  hoar  fathers  of  the  village  tell, 

I. 
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With  horrid  crash  on  All-Saints  eve  it  fell : 
But  tVom  its  tnuA  soon  sprouting  saplings  rose, 
And  round  the  parent  stock  did  sbadowy  swell ; 
Now  aged  trees,  they  bend  their  twisted  boughs, 
And  by  their  nioss-greene  roots  invite  the  swains 
repose. 

*  Here  on  a  bending  knare  he  pensive  leans, 
And  round  the  various  lawnskepe  raunge  his  eyes  : 
There  stretch  the  corney  tieldes  in  varions  greens, 
Farre  as  the  sight;  tliere,  to  the  peaceful  skyes 
The  darkning  pines  and  dewy  poplars  rise  ; 
Behind  the  wood  a  dark  and  h.eathy  lea, 
\Vitli  sheep  faire  spotted,  farre  extended  hes, 
With  liere  and  there  a  louelie  blasted  tree  ; 
And  from  between  two  hills  appears  the  duskie  sea. 

'  Bright  through  the  fleeting  clouds  the  snnuy  ray 
Shifts  o'er  the  tieldes,  now  gilds  the  woody  dale, 
The  tlockes  now  whiten,  now  the  ocean  bay 
Beneath  the  radiance  glistens  clear  and  pale ; 
And  white  from  farre  appeares  the  frequent  sail 
By  traffick  spread.  Rloor'd  where  the  land  divides, 
The  Briti.Nli  red-cross  waving  in  the  gale, 
Hulky  and  black,  a  gallant  warre-ship  rides, 
And  over  the  greene  wave  with  lordly  port  presides. 

*  Fixt  on  the  bulwark  of  the  British  powre 

Long  jraz'd  the  knight,  with  fretfull  languid  air ; 

Tl)en  tlins,  indulging  the  reflective  houre. 

Poms  foni  til  his  soul :  "  Oh,  glorious  happy  care  ! 

To  bid  Britannia's  navies  greatly  d&re. 

And  tliro!Ji.>!i  the  vassal  seas  triumphant  reign, 

To  either  India  waft  victorious  warre,' 

To  join  the  polos  in  trade's  unbounded  chain, 

And  bid  the  British  throne  the  migbtv  whole  su.^ain. 
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''  V/ith  what  superior  lustre  and  command 
riay  stedfast  zeal  in  Albion's  senate  shine  ! 
^Vhat  gloriotis  laurells  court  the  patriot's  hand ! 
Kow  base  the  hand  that  can  such  meed  decline ! 
And  was,  kind  fate  !  to  snatch  these  honours  mine? 
Ves  !  greene  t'uey  spred,  and  fayre  they  bioom'd  for 
Thy  birth  and  duty  bade  the  chief  be  thine  ;    [me; 
0:i  lost,  vain  triHer,  lost  in  each  degree! 
Thy  country  never  turn'd  her  hopeful  eyes  to  thee. 

'•  Yet,  how  the  fielde  of  worth  luxurious  smiles! 
2n  or  Africk  yeilds,  nor  Chily's  earth  contains 
Such  funds  of  wealth  as  crown  the  plowman's  toils, 
And  tinge  with  waving  gold  Britannia's  plains; 
Even  on  her  mountains  cheerful  plenty  reigns, 
And  wildly  grand  her  tieecy  wardrobe  spreads  : 
What  noble  meed  the  honest  statesman  gains, 
Who  through  these  publique  nerves  new  vigour 

sheds, 
And  bids  the  useful  artes  exalt  their  drooping  heads: 

''  Who,  founding  on  the  plough  and  humble  loome 
His  country's  greatnesse.  sees,  on  every  tide, 
Her  lieets  the  umpire  of  the  world  as,sutne, 
And  spread  her  justice  as  her  glories  wide — 
Oh  wonder  of  the  world,  and  tairest  pride, 
Britannia':>  fleet !  how  long  shall  pity  mourn 
And  stain  thy  honours?  from  his  weeping  bride 
And  starving  babes,  how  Ions  inhuman  torn 
Shall  the  bold  sailor  mount  thy  decks  with  heart 
forlorn ! 

"  Forlorn  with  sinking  heart  his  task  he  pHes, 
His  bride's  distresse  his  restlesse  fancy  sees. 
And  fixing  on  tlie  land  his  earnest  eyes. 
Cold  is  iiis  breast  and  faint  his  manly  knees. 
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Ah  !  hither  turn,  ye  sons  of  courtlie  ease, 
And  let  'he  brave  man's  wrongs,  let  interest  plead  j 
Say,  vhi.e  his  arme  his  country's  fate  decrees, 
Say,  shall  a  father's  anguish  be  his  meed  ; 
His  wrongs  unnerve  his  soul,  and  blight  each  mighty 
deed  ? 

*'  Wliatever  party  boasts  thy  glorious  name, 

O  tliou  reserv'd  by  heaven's  benign  decree 

To  blast  those  artcs  that  quench  the  British  flame, 

And  bid  the  meanest  ortiie  land  be  free ; 

Oh,  much  humanity  shall  owe  to  thee  ! 

And  shall  that  palm  nnenvyed  still  remain ! 

Yet  hear,  ye  lordlings,  each  severitie, 

And  every  woe  the  labouring  tribe  sustain,  [vain." 

Upbraids  the  man  of  powre,  and  dims  his  honours 

*  While  thus  the  knight's  longsmother'd  fires  broke 
The  rousing  musicke  of  the  home  he  hears   [forth, 
Shrill  echoing  through  the  wold  ;  and  by  the  north 
Where  bends  the  hill,  the  sounding  chace  appears  ; 
The  hounds  with  glorious  peal  salute  his  ears, 
And  wood  and  dale  rebound  the  swelling  lay ; 
The  youths  on  coursers  fleet  as  fallow  deers 
Pour  through  thedowns,  while,  foremost  of  the  fray; 
Away!  the  jolly  huntsmen  cries ;  and  echoe  sound's, 

Away ! 

*  Now  han  the  beagles  scour'd  the  bushy  ground. 
Till  where  a  brooke  strays  hollow  through  the  bent, 
When  all  confus'd,  and  snuffing  wyldlie  round, 

In  vain  their  fretfull  haste  explor'd  the  scent : 
But  Reynard's  cunning  all  in  vain  was  spent ; 
The  huntsman  from  his  stand  his  arts  had  spy'd. 
Had  markt  his  doubliDgs  and  his  shrewd  intent, 
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How  both  the  bancks  lie  traced,  then  backward 

ply'd  [aside. 

His  track  souie  twentie  roods,  then  boondiugsproDg 

'  Eke  had  he  markt  where  to  the  broome  he  crept, 

Where,  harkeniiig  everie  souod,  an  hare  was  laid  ; 

Then  from  the  thickest  busti  he  slylie  lept, 

And  wary  scuds  along  the  hawthorne  shade, 

Till  by  the  hill's  slant  foot  he  earths  liis  head 

Amid  a  briarie  thickett:  emblem  meet 

Of  wylie  statesmati  of  his  foes  adred  ; 

He  oft  misguides  the  people's  rage,  I  weet, 

On  others,  whilst  himself  winds  oti'with  she  deceit* 

*  The  cunning  huntsman  now  cheers  on  his  pack, 
The  lurking  hare  is  m  an  mstaut  slain  : 
Then  opening  loud,  the  beagles  sient  the  track 
Right  to  the  hill ;  while  thondring  through  the  plain 
With  blythe  huzzas  advaunce  the  jovial  train: 
And  now  the  groomes  and  squires,  cowherds  and 

boys, 
Beat  round  and  round  the  brake  ;  but  all  in  vain 
Their  poles  they  ply,  and  vain  their  oatiies  and  noise, 
Till  plouging  in  his  den  the  terrier  tiercely  joys. 

'  Expell'd  his  hole,  upstarts  to  open  sky 
The  villain  bohl,  and  wildly  glares  around  ; 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  bend-  his  knees  to  fly. 
As  oft  recoils  to  guard  from  l)ackvvaid  wound, 
His  frothie  jaws  he  grinds — with  horrid  sound 
The  pack  attonce  rush  on  him  :  foming  ire, 
Fierce  at  his  throte  and  sides  hang  many  a  hound; 
His  burning  eyes  fiash  wylde  red  sparkling  tire. 
Whiles  weltering  on  the  sward  his   breath  and 
strength  expire. 
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*  Straight  to  Syr  Martyn's  hall  the  hunters  bend. 
The  knight  perceives  it  from  his  oak-crown'd  hill, 
Down  the  steep  furzie  height  he  slow  gan  wend. 
With  troublous  thoughts  keen  ruminating  still ; 
While  grief  and  shame  by  turns  his  bosom  fill. 
And  now,  perch'd  prowdUe  on  the  topmast  spray, 
The  sootie  blackbird  chaunts  his  vespers  shrill  •, 
While  twihght  spreads  his  robe  of  sober  grey,  [way: 
And  to  their  bowres  the  rooks  loud  cawing  wing  their 

And  bright  behind  the  Cambrian  mountains  here 
Flames  the  red  beam  ;  while  on  the  distant  east 
Led  by  her  stavre,  the  horned  moone  looks  o'er 
The  bending  forest,  and  with  rays  increast 
Ascends  ;  while  trembling  on  the  dappled  west 
The  purple  radiance  shifts,  and  dies  away  j 
The  willows  with  a  deeper  green  imprest 
Nod  o'er  the  brooks;  the  brooks  with  gleamy  ray 
Ghde  on,  and  holy  peace  assumes  her  woodland 
sway. 

*  All  was  repose,  all  but  Syr  Martyn's  brest ; 
There,  passion's  tearing  gusts  tempestuous  rise : 
"  Are  these,  (he  murmurs)  these  my  friends !  the  best 
That  croud  my  hall !  the  sonnes  of  madning  noise, 
AVhose  warn)est  friendship  with  the  revel  dies  ? 
Whose  glee  it  were  my  dearest  peace  destroy, 
Who  with  my  woes  could  sport,  my  wrongs  despise; 
Could  round  my  coffin  pledge  the  cup  of  joy. 
And  on  my  crimes  even  then  their  base  tongued 
witt  employ : 

"  Whose  converse,  oft  as  fulsom  baudrie  fails, 
Takes  up  the  barkings  of  impiety, 
The  sceptick's  wild  disjomted  dreams  retails, 
These  modern  ravings  of  pliilosophy 
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?.Iade  drunk ;  tlie  cavil,  the  detected  lye, 
The  witt  of  ignorance,  and  gloss  unfair, 
Which  honest  dullness  would  with  shtuiie  deny  ; 
The  hope  of  baseness  vaumpt  in  candour  :■>  air : 
Good  heaven !    are  such   the  friends  that  to  my 
hearth  repair! 

"  The  man  of  worth  shun-^  thy  reputelesse  dore; 
Even  the  old  peasant  shakes  his  silverM  head, 
(^)ld  saws  and  stories  babbling  evermore, 
And  adding  still,  Alas,  those  daycs  be  Hed  1" 
Here  indignation  paus'd,  when,  np  the  glade, 
Pale  through  the  trees  his  household  smoke  ascends; 
Wak'd  at  the  sight,  his  brother's  w  rongs  upbraid 
His  melting  heart,  and  grief  his  bosoaie  rends  : 
And  now  the  keene  resolve  its  gleaming  comfort 
lends. 

*  Perdie,  novy  were  I  bent  on  legends  fine, 
IVIy  knight  should  rise  the  fiowre  of  chivalple, 
Brave  as  Syr  Arthegal  or  Valentine, 
Another  Saint  George  England  then  should  see, 
Britannia's  genius  should  his  Sabra  bee, 
Chain'd  to  the  rock  by  dragon  to  be  slain ; 
But  he  the  virgin  princesse  soon  should  tree. 
And  stretch  the  monster  breathless  on  the  plain  ; 
Briber}',  the  dragon  huge,  should  never  rise  again. 

'  Eke  should  he,  freed  from  foul  enchaunter's  spell, 

Escape  his  false  Duessa's  niagicke  chafms, 

And  folly  quaid,  yclepd  an  hydra  fell. 

Receive  a  beauteous  lady  to  his  arm?  ; 

While  bardes  and  min<;trales  c!:aunt  the  soft  alarms 

Of  gentle  love,  unlike  his  foruier  thrall : 

Eke  should  I  sing,  in  courtlv  cnintlug  terms, 

The  gallant  feast,  served  up  by  SeneschaiJ,      [halt. 

To  knights  and  ladies  gent  in  painted  l^owAc  and 
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*  But  certes,  while  my  tongue  fayre  trntli  indites. 
And  does  of  human  frailtie  soothly  tell, 
Unmeet  it  were  indulge  the  daintie  flights 

Of  phantasie,  that  never  yet  befell: 

Uneath  it  is  long  habits  to  expell, 

Ne  may  the  best  good  heart  its  bliss  secure, 

Ne  may  the  lively  powre  of  judging  well, 

In  arduous  worthy  deed  long  time  endure, 

Where  Dissipation  once  has  fixt  her  footing  sure, 

*  Such  was  the  powre  that  augrie  Jove  bestow'd 
On  this  faire  nymph  ;  the  legend  thus  is  told  : 
To  Dian's  care  her  life  her  mother  ow'd ; 
Faire  Dian  found  her  naked  on  the  wold, 
Some  peasant's  babe,  exposed  to  deadlie  cold, 
And  to  a  favourite  satyr  gave  to  rear  : 

Then,  when  the  nymph  was  fifteen  springtimes  old, 
Equipt  hor  with  the  bow  and  huntresse  spear. 
And  of  her  woodland  traine  her  made  a  welcome 
fere. 

*  But  ill  her  mind  received  chast  Phcebe's  lore. 
Fain  would  she  at  the  chace  still  lag  behind  : 
One  sultry  noone,  as  Phoebe  sped  afore, 
Beneath  a  leafy  vine  the  nymph  reclin'd, 

And,  "Fan  my  breast,  (she  cried;  oh  western  wind!" 
Soon  at  the  wish'd-lbr  word  Favonins  came, 
From  that  day  forth  the  conscious  nymph  declin'd 
The  near  inspection  of  the  sovereign  dame  ; 
Till  mid  the  chace,  one  morne,  her  throes  betray'd 
her  shame. 

*  Her  throes  with  scorne  the  taunting  dryads  ey'd, 
The  nymph  chang'd  colour,  and  hung  down  her  head  ; 
"  Still  change  thy  blushing  hue,"  the  goddess  cry'd  : 
Forthwith  a  freezing  languor  gan  invade 
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Her  limbs  ;  and  now,  with  suddein  leaves  array'd, 
A  Russian  poppey  she  transuiew'd  remains  : 
The  various  colours  ever  rise  and  fade, 
The  tints  still  shiftmg  mock  the  painter's  pains ; 
And  still  her  drowsie  mood  the  beauteous  nymph 
retains. 

'  [Meanwhile,  his  new-born  elfe  Favonius  bore, 

Soft  lapt,  on  balmy  pinions  farre  away  ; 

And  with  the  fawns,  by  Peneus  flowry  shore, 

From  earliest  youth  the  laughing  mip  did  play, 

For  ever  tiultering,  debonair,  and  gay. 

And  restlesse,  as  the  dove  Deucahan  sent 

To  spy  if  peering  oake  did  yet  bewray 

Its  brauuching  head  above  the  Hooded  bent; 

But  ydlie  beating  round,  the  day  in  vain  was  spent. 

'  When  now  the  nymph  to  riper  yeares  gan  rise, 
To  tayre  Parnassus'  groves  slie  took  her  tiight; 
There,  culling  flowretts  of  a  thousand  dyes. 
Still  did  her  head  with  tawdry  girlonds  dight; 
As  soon  the  wreath  ill-sorted  would  she  quight : 
Ne  ever  did  she  climb  the  twyforkt  liill, 
Ne  could  her  even  explore  its  lofty  height, 
Ne  did  she  ever  taste  the  sacred  rill 
From  inspiration's  fount  that  ever  doth  distill. 

'  Her  sprightly  levitie  was  from  her  syre, 
He  drowsy  dulness  from  her  mother  sprong ; 
This  never  wonld  allow  her  nund  a.^pyre, 
That  never  v^ould  allow  her  patiehce  long, 
Thus  as  she  slightly  rov'd  the  lawns  among. 
High  Jove  beheld  her  from  his  starry  seat. 
And  caird  her  Dissipation  :  "  Uylde  and  young 
Still  shalt  thou  be,  (he  said)  and  this  thy  tate, 
On  man  thy  sleights  employ,  on  man  that  prowd 
ingrate. 
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**  All  happinesse  he  claims  his  virtues  due, 
And  holds  him  injur'd  when  my  care  denies 
The  fondling  wish,  whence  sorrow  would  ensue  ; 
And  idle  still  his  prayers  invade  my  skies  ; 
But  bold  and  arduous  must  that  virtue  rise 
Which  I  accept,  no  vague  inconstant  bla^e. 
Then  be  it  thine  to  spred  before  his  eyes 
Thy  changing  colours,  and  thy  wyld-tire  rays, 
And  fruitlesse  still  shall  be  that  virtue  thou  canst 
daze." 

*  So  swore  the  god  ;  by  Gloomy  Styx  he  swore  : 
The  Fates  assented,  and  the  daemon  flew 
Right  to  tho  seats  of  men.     The  robe  she  wore 
Was  starr'd  with  dewdrops,  and  of  palest  blue  ; 
Faire  round  her  head  play  d  many  a  beauteous  hue, 
As  when  the  rainbow  through  the  bean-tlowres  plays ; 
The  fleeting  tints  the  swaynes  with  wonder  view, 
And  ween  to  snatch  a  prize  beneath  the  rays  ; 
Rut  through  the  meadows  dank  the  beauteous  me- 
teor strays. 

*  So  shone  the  nymph,  and  prankt  in  pleasure's  guize 
With  vvylie  traines  the  sonnes  of  eaith  beset.t  j 
Goodnesse  of  heart  before  her  yawns  and  dies, 
And  Friendship  ever  feels  the  drowsie  fitt 

Just  when  its  powre  to  serve  could  serve  a  wbitt. 
And  still  behind  her  march  Remorse  and  Siiame, 
That  never  will  their  yron  scourge  remitt, 
Whenso  the  fiend  resigns  her  thralls  to  them : 
Sad  case,  I  weet,  where  still  oneselfe  oneselfe  must 
blame. 

'  Long  had  the  knight  to  her  his  povvres  resigu'd  j 
In  wanton  dalliance  first  her  nett  she  spred, 
And  soon  in  mirthful!  tumult  on  his  mind 
She  sofilie  stole  :  yet,  while  at  times  he  sped 
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To  contemplation's  bowre,  his  sight  she  fled ; 
Ne  on  the  mountainett  with  him  durst  bide ; 
Vet  homewards  still  she  mett  him  in  tlie  glade, 
And  in  the  social  cup  did  slily  glide, 
And  still  his  best  resolves  eftsoons  she  scatter'd  wide. 

'  And  now,  as  slowly  sauntering  up  the  dale 
He  homeward  wends,  in  heavie  rausefull  stowre, 
The  smooth  deceiver  gan  his  heart  assail ; 
His  heart  soon  felt  the  fascinating  povvre  : 
Old  Cambria's  genius  markt  the  fatal  houre, 
And  tore  the  girlond  from  her  sea-greene  hair ; 
The  conscious  oakes  above  him  rustling  lowre, 
And  through  the  braunches  sighs  the  gloomy  air, 
As  when  indignant  Jove  rejects  the  flamen's  prayer. 

'  The  dryads  of  the  grove,  that  oft  had  lir'd 
His  opening  mind  with  many  a  raptur'd  dream, 
That  oft  his  evening  wanderings  had  inspii-'d, 
All  by  the  silent  hill  or  murmuring  stream, 
Forsake  him  now;  for  all  as  lost  tliey  deem  : 
So  home  he  wends;  where,  wrapt  in  joUitie, 
His  hall  to  keepeu  holiday  mote  seem, 
And  with  the  hunters  soon  full  blythe  was  he, 
The  blythest  wight  of  all  that  blythesome  companie. 

'  As  when  the'  autumnal  morne  with  ruddy  hue 
Looks  through  the  glen,  besprent  with  silver  hore. 
Across  the  stubble,  brushing  off  the  dew, 
The  younkling  fowler  gins  the  fieldes  explore, 
And,  wheeling  oft,  his  pointer  veres  afore, 
And  oft,  sagacious  of  the  tainted  gale. 
The  fluttering  bird  betrays  ;  with  thondring  rore 
The  shott  resounds,  loud  echoing  through  the  dale; 
But  still  the  younkling  kills  nor  partridge,  snipe,  nor 
(^uaiL 
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*  Yet  still  the  queint  excuse  is  at  command ; 
The  dog  was  rash,  a  swallow  twitter'd  by, 

The  gun  liung  fire,  and  keenness  shook  his  hand. 
And  there  the  wind  or  bushes  hnrt  his  eye. 
So  can  the  knight  his  mind  still  satisfye  : 
A  lazie  fiend,  Self-Imposition  hight, 
Still  whispers  some  excuse,  some  gilden  lye, 
Himselfe  did  gild  to  cheat  himselfe  outright : 
God  help  the  man  bewitch'd  in  such  ungracious 
plight. 

*  On  Dissipation  still  this  treachor  waits, 
Obsequiously  behind  at  distance  due  ; 
And  still  to  Discontent's  accursed  gates, 
The  house  of  sorrow,  these  unsrodly  two, 
Conduct  their  tainty  thralls — Great  things  to  do 
The  knight  resolv'd,  hut  never  yet  could  find 
The  proper  time,  while  still  i)is  miseries  grew: 
And  now  these  daemons  of  the  captive  mind 
Him  to  the  drery  cave  of  Discontent  resign'd. 

*  Deep  in  the  wyldes  of  Faerie  Lond  it  lay : 
Wide  was  the  mouth,  the  roofe  all  rudely  rent; 
Some  parts  receive,  and  some  exclude  the  day, 
For  deepe  beneath  the  hill  its  caverns  went : 
The  ragged  walls  with  lightning  seem'd  y brent, 
And  loathlie  vermin  ever  crept  the  flore  : 

Yet  all  in  sight,  with  towrcs  and  castles  gent, 

A  beauteous  lawnskepe  rose  afore  the  dore. 

The  which  to  view  so  fay  re  the  captives  grieved  sore. 

*  All  by  the  gate,  beneath  a  pine  shade  bare, 

An  owl-frequented  bowre,  some  tents  were  spred; 
Here  sat  a  throng,  with  eager  furious  stare 
Rattling  the  dice;  and  there,  with  eyeshaife  dead. 
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Some  drowsie  dronkards,  lookins;  black  and  red, 
Doz'd  out  their  days  :  and  by  the  path-way  green 
A  sprightUe  troupe  still  onward  heedlesse  sped, 
111  cliace  of  butterflies  alert  and  keen  ;          [ween. 
Honours,  and  wealth,  and  powre,  their  butterflies  I 

^  And  oft,  disgustfuU  of  their  various  cares, 
Into  the  cave  they  wend  with  sullen  pace  ; 
Each  to  his  meet  apartment  dernly  fares : 
Here,  all  in  raggs,  in  piteous  pliglit  most  bace, 
The  dronkard  sitts;  there,  shent  with  foul  disgrace, 
The  thriftlesse  heir  ;  and  o'er  his  reeking  blade 
Red  with  his  friend's  heart  gore,  in  woefuU  cace 
The  duellist  raves  ;  and  there,  on  vetchie  bed, 
Craz'd  with  his  vaine  pursuits,  the  maniack  bends 
his  head. 

'  Yet  round  his  gloomy  cell,  with  chalk  he  scrawls 
Ships,  coaches,  crownes,  and  eke  the  gallow  tree 
All  that  lie  wish'd,  orfear'd,  his  ghastlie  walls 
Present  him  still,  and  mock  his  miserie. 
And  there,  self-doomd,  his  cursed  selfe  to  flee. 
The  gamester  hangs  in  corner  murk  and  dread  ; 
Nigh  to  the  ground  bends  his  ungratious  knee ; 
His  drooping  arnies  and  white-reclining  liead 
Dim  seen,  cold  hori-or  gleams  athwart  the'  unbal- 
low'd  shade. 

'  Near  the  dreare  gate,  beneath  the  rifted  rock, 
The  keeper  of  the  cave  all  haggard  sate, 
His  pining  corse  a  restlesse  ague  shook, 
And  blistering  sores  did  all  his  carkas  frett : 
All  with  himselfe  he  seem'd  in  keen  debate ; 
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For  still  the  muscles  of  his  monthe  he  drew 
Ghastly  and  fell ;  aod  still  with  deepe  regrate 
He  look'd  him  ronnd,  as  if  his  heart  did  rew 
His  former  deeds,  and  mourn'd  full  sore  his  sores 

to  view. 

[blam'd, 
'  Yet  not  himselfe,  but  Heaven's  great  King  he 
And  dar'd  his  wisdom  and  his  will  arraign  ; 
For  boldly  he  the  ways  of  God  blasphera'd, 
And  of  blind  governaunce  did  loudly  plain, 
While  vild  self-pity  would  his  eyes  distain  ; 
As  when  a  wolfe,  entrapt  in  village  ground, 
In  dread  of  death  ygnaws  his  limb  in  twain. 
And  views  with  scalding  teares  his  bleeding  wound  : 
Such  fierce  selfe-pity  still  this  wiglits  dire  portaunce 

crownd. 

*  Near  by  there  stood  an  hamlett  in  the  dale, 
Where,  in  the  silver  age,  Content  did  wonne  ; 
This  now  was  his  ;  yet  all  mote  nought  avail, 
His  loathing  eyes  that  place  did  ever  shun  ; 

But  ever  through  his  neighbour's  lawns  would  rim. 
Where  every  goodlie  tielde  thrice  goodlie  seem'd. 
Such  was  this  weary  wight  all  woe-begone ; 
Such  was  his  life  ;  and  thus  of  things  he  deem'd  ; 
And  suchlike  was  his  cave,  that  all  with  sorrowes 
teem'd. 

*  To  this  fell  carle  g'ay  Dissipation  led, 
And  in  his  drery  purlieus  left  the  knight. 

From  the  dire  cave  tain  would  the  knight  have  fled, 
And  fain  rccalVd  the  treaciuous  nymphe  from  flight : 
But  now  th«  late  obtruder  slmns  his  sisht, 
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And  dearly  mast  be  wooed  :  hard  by  the  den, 
V,'l;ore  listless  Bacchus  had  his  tents  ypiglit, 
A  transient  visit  sometimes  would  he  gain, 
M'hile  wine  and  merry  song  begiiil'd  his  inward  pain. 

*  Yet,  ever  as  he  rear'd  his  slombering  head, 
The  ghastly  tyrant  at  his  conch  stood  near  ; 
And  ay  with  rnthless  clamour  gan  upbraid, 
And  words  that  would  his  very  heartstrings  tear  : 
"  See  now,  (he  sayes)  where  setts  thy  vain  career  ; 
Approching  ekle  now  wings  its  cheerlesse  way, 
Thy  fruitlesse  autumn  gins  to  blanch  thy  heare, 
And  aged  winter  asks  from  youth  its  stay  ;     [gray. 
But  thine  comes  poore  of  joy,comes  with  unhonour'd 

*'  Thouhastnofiiendl — still  on  the  worthlesse  traine 

Tby  kindnesse  flow'd,  and  still  with  scorne  repaid  j 

Even  she  on  whom  thy  favours  heapt  remain, 

Even  she  regards  thee  with  a  bosome  dead 

To  kindly  passion,  and  by  motives  led 

.Such  as  the  planter  of  his  negroe  deems  ; 

What  profit  still  can  of  the  wretch  be  made 

Is  all  his  care,  of  more  he  never  dreams  : 

So, fane  remote  from  lier,  thy  troubles  she  esteems. 

**Thy  children  too'!  heavens  I  wliat  a  liopeless  sight! 
Ah,  wretched  syre  !" — but  ever  from  this  scene 
The  wretched  syie  precipitates  his  flight, 
And  in  the  bowl's  wylde  fever  shuns  his  teene. 
So  pass  his  dayes,  while  what  he  might  have  beene 
Its  beauteous  views  does  every  morne  present : 
So  pa*s  his  dayes,  while  still  the  raven  Spleen 
Croaks  in  his  eares,  '  The  brightest  parts,  misspent, 
Beget  an  hoarie  age  of  griefe  and  discontent. 
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*  But  boast  not  of  superiour  shrewd  addresse, 
Ye  who  can  calmly  spura  the  riiin'd  Mayd, 
Ye  who  unitiov'd  can  view  the  deepe  distresse 
That  crushes  to  the  dust  the  parent's  head, 
And  rends  that  easie  heart  by  you  betray'd, 
Boast  not  that  ye  his  nunierpus  woes  eskew  ; 
Ye  who  unaw'd  the  nuptial  couch  invade, 
Boast  not  his  weaknesse  with  contempt  to  view ; 
For  worthy  is  he  still  compar'd,  perdie,  to  you.' 
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Accloyd,  disgusted,  cloyed 
Adred,  frightened.  Anglo  Sax 

adrcEdan 
Agoiie,  ago 
Albee,  although 
Als,  also 

Arread,  interpret 
At t once,  at  once,  together 
Atweene,  betweeu 
Ay,  always 

Bale,  harm,  sorrow 

Beene,  frequently  used  by  the 
old  poets  for  the  indicative 
imperfect  of  the  verb  to  be. 

Beseene,  becoming 

Blin,  cease,  blinnan.    Sas, 

Brtde,  to  knit,  plait,  bredan 

Carle,  old  man 
Certes,  certainly,  truly 
Choj-le,  a  peasant 
Clept,  named,  called 
Covetise,  avarice 

Dan,  a  prefix,  quasi,  Mr. 
Dearling,  darl.ng 
JDefty,  neatly,  finely. 


Depeinten,  figtired,  displayed 
Dearnly,  sadly,  secretly 
Dig/it,  adorned,  clad 
Dreare,  dismal,  frightful 

Eftsoons,  by  and    by,    forth- 
with 
Eke,  also 
Eld,  age 

Elfe,  young  one,  child 
Erst,  formerly 
Even,  eyes 

Fay,  fairy 

Faytor,  villain,  deceiver 
Fere,  companion 
Forby,  beside,  near  to 
Fordone,  undone,  ruined 
Foreftnd,  to  guard  beforehand 
Fray,  tumult,  bustle 
Frayd,  afraid 

Geer,  furniture,  tackle 
Gent,  fine,  noble 
Gin,  gun,  begin,  began 
Glen,  a  dell,  a  hollow  between 

two  hilh 
Goody,  a  countrywoman 

M 
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Han,  preterite  plural  of  the 

verb  to  have 
Heare,  hair.     Often  used  by 

Spenser 
Hight,  called,  is  called,   was 

called,  or  named 
Hoyden,  slattern,  coarse 

Imp,  infant,  child 
Jolliinent,  merriment 

Ken,  V.  to  see 

Knare,  a  knotty  arm  of  a  tree. 
Dryd. 
Leache,  physician 
Lemman,  mistress,  concubine 
Lever,  rather 
Lewdly,  basely,  foolishly 
lAejest,  dearest 

Malengines,  persons  villainous- 
ly employed,  toad-eaters 
Meint,  mingled 
Merrlmake,  pastime 
Mery,  pleasant 
Moe,  more 

Mote,  V.  might,  mot.  Sax. 
Murk,  dark 

Nathemore,  not  the  more 
Nathlesse,  nevertheles-s,  nath- 

less.    Sax. 
Native,  natural 
Ne,  nor 
Nolens  volens,  willing  or 

willing 

Perdie,  an  asseveration,  quasi 

verily 
Piersant,  piercing 
Port  ««nce,  behaviour,  mannei 


Brankt,  adorned 
Propine,  recompense 

Quaid,  quelled,  conquered 
Quight,  to  quit,  leave 

Read,  to  warn,  to  prophesy 
Recks,  heeds,  cares  for 
Rcquere,  require.    Often  used 

by  Spenser 
Reic,  to  repent 
Ruth,  ruthless,  pity,  pityless. 

Salens,  salutes 

Sail,  saddle 

Scmblaunce,  appearance 

Seneshall,  master  of  ceremo- 
nies, steward 

Sheen,  bright,  shining,  fine 

Sfient,  disgraced,  scende,  sceti- 
did.  Sax. 

Skyen,  adj.  sky 

Sooth,  soothly,  truths,  truly 

Stozind,  stoure,  emotion,  fit, 
stir,  seyrian.    Sax. 

Straine,  tenor 

Sues,  pursues,  follows 

Teen,  gi  ief,  sorrow 
77i6«w, habits,  manners 
Thilk,  Ibis,  that 
Traines,  devices,  traps 
Tra7isnietvd,   changed,  trans- 
formed 
Treachor,  traitor,  deceiver 
Troublous,  troublesome 

l^ild,  vile 

Uaeath,  not  easy,  difficult 
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Wureless,  nusnspecting 

H'assal,  festive 

Jl'een,  iieend,  or  wend,  think, 

deemed 
Ji'did,  move,  go 
U'eet,  much  the  same  as  ueen 
TVeetless,  thonghtless 
Jf '^//t>wj,formeriy  hivilum.  Sax. 
a    nidtt,  a  jot,    any  thing,  a 

huit.  Sax.  aliquid 
Whyleare,  erewhile,  huilan. 

Sax. 
IVtght,  person,  uiht.  Sax. 
Wilding,  the  crab  tree 


JVonnc,  to  dwell 
IVreukj'ull,  revecgcful 


Yblends,  mixes 

Vblent,  blinded 

y brent,  burnt 

Yclept,  called,  named 

yjere,  together 

Ygoe,  formerly 

Ti:de,  went 

Vouthede,  quasi  youihhood 

Youthly,  lively,  youthful 

Yp'ight,  placed,  fixed 

Yicis,  truly,  verily 


The  letter  y  in  all  the  old  English  poet3  is  frequently  pre- 
fixed  to  verbs  and  verbal  adjectives,  but  without  any  particular 
siguification.  The  use  of  it  is  purely  Saxou,  though  after  the 
Ck)nqaest  the  ge  gave  place  to  the  Norman  y.  It  is  always  to 
be  pronounced  as  the  pronoun  ye. 

Spenser  has  also  frequently  followed  the  Saxon  formation,  in 
adding  the  letter  n  to  his  verbs,  as  tellen,  norkeii,  &c.  When 
affixed  to  a  substantive,  it  forms  the  plural  number,  as  eyen, 
ryes,  &c. 
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ON  THE 

NEGLECT  OF  POETRY. 

A  FRAGMENT. 
IN  THE   MANNER  OF  SPENSER '. 

'  Hence,  vagrant  Minstrel,  from  my  thriving  farm ; 
Far  hence,  nor  ween  to  shed  thy  poison  here  : 
My  hinds  despise  thy  lyre's  ignoble  charm ; 
Seek  in  the  Sloggard's  bower  thy  ill-earn'd  cheer  : 
There  while  thy  idle  chaiinting  soothes  their  ear, 
The  noxious  thistle  choaks  their  sickly  corn  ; 
Their  apple  boughs,  ungraff'd,  sour  wildlings  bear, 
And  o'er  the  ill-fenc'd  dales  with  fleeces  torn 
Unguarded  from  the  fox,their  lambkins  stray  forlorn. 

'  Such  ruin  withers  the  neglected  soil 
When  to  the  song  the  ill-starr'd  swain  attends — 
And  well  thy  meed  repays  thy  worthless  toil ; 
Upon  thy  houseless  head  pale  want  descends 
In  bitter  shower  :  and  taunting  scorn  still  rends, 
And  wakes  thee  trembling  from  thy  golden  dream  : 
In  vetchy  bed,  or  loathly  dungeon  ends 

Thy  idled  life What  fitter  may  beseem ! 

Who  poisons  thus  the  fount,  should  drink  the  poi- 
son'd  stream.' 

'  From  the  introduction  to  the  English  Lusiad. 


liVIITATrONS  OF  SPENSER.  InS 

'  And  is  it  thus,  (the  heart-stung  Minstrel  cried, 
While  indignation  shook  his  silver'd  head) 
And  is  it  tiius,  the  gross-fed  lordhng's  pride, 
And  hind's  base  tongue  the  gentle  Bard  upbraid  ? 
And  must  the  holy  song  be  thus  repaid 
By  sun-bask'd  ignorance,  and  churlish  scorn  ? 
While  listless  drooping  in  the  languid  shade 
Of  cold  neglect,  the  sacred  Bard  must  mourn, 
Though  in  his  hallow'd  breast  Heaven's  purest  ar- 
dours burn !' 

Yet  how  sublime,  O  Bard,  the  dread  behest, 
The  awful  trust  to  thee  by  Heaven  assign'd! 
'Tis  thine  to  humanize  the  savage  breast. 
And  form  in  Virtue's  mould  the  youthful  mind  ; 
Where  lurks  the  latent  spark  of  generous  kind, 
'Tis  thine  to  bid  the  dormant  ember  blaze  : 
Heroic  rage  with  gentlest  w  orth  combin'd 
Wide  through  the  land  thy  forming  power  displays  ; 
So  spread  the  olive  boughs  beneath  Dan  Phcebus' 
rays. 

When  Heaven  decreed  to  soothe  the  fends  that  tore 
The  wolf-ey'd  Barons,  whose  unletter'd  rage 
Spurn'd  the  fair  Muse ;  heaven  bade  on  Avon's  shore 
A  Shakspeare  rise,  and  soothe  the  barbarous  age : 
A  Shakspeare  rose  ;  the  barbarous  heats  asswage — 
At  distance  due  how  many  Bards  attend ! 
Enlarg'd.and  hberal  from  the  narrow  cage 
Of  blinded  zeal  new  manners  wide  extend, 
And  o'er  the  generous  breast  the  dews  of  Heaven 
descend. 

And  fits  it  you,  ye  sons  of  hallow'd  power, 
To  hear,  unmov'd,  the  tongue  of  scorn  upbraid 
The  Muse  neglected  in  her  wiutery  bower  ; 
While  proudly  flourishing  in  princely  shade 
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Her  younger  sisters  lift  the  laurel'd  head. — 
And  shall  the  pencil's  boldest  mimic  rage. 
Or  softest  charms,  fore-doom'd  in  time  to  fade, 
Shall  these  be  vaunted  o'er  the'  immortal  page, 
Where  passion's  living  fires  burn  nnimpair'd  by  age  ? 

And  shall  the  warbled  strain  or  sweetest  lyre, 
Thrilling  the  palace  roof  at  night's  deep  hour  j 
And  shall  the  nightingales  in  woodland  choir 
The  voice  of  heaven  in  sweeter  raptures  pour! 
Ah  no  !  their  song  is  transient  as  the  flower 
Of  April  morn  :  in  vain  the  shepherd  boy 
Sits  listening  in  the  silent  autumn  bower ; 
The  year  no  more  restores  the  short-Uv'd  joy  ; 
And  never  more  his  harp  shall  Orpheus'  hands  era- 
ploy. 

Eternal  silence  in  her  cold  deaf  ear 
Has  clos'd  his  strain  ;  and  deep  eternal  night 
Has  o'er  Apelles'  tints,  so  bright  while-ere, 
Drnwn  her  blank  cmtains— never  to  the  sight 
More  to  be  civen— But  cloth'd  in  heaven's  own  light 
Homer's  bold  painting  shall  immortal  shine  ; 
Wide  o'er  the  world  shall  ever  sound  the  might, 
The  raptur'd  music  of  each  deathless  line  : 
For  deatJi  nor  time  may  touch  their  living  souls 
divine. 

And  what  the  strain,  though  Perez  swell  the  note, 
High  though  its  rapture,  to  the  Muse  of  fire  ! 
Ah  !  what  the  transient  sounds^  devoid  of  thought, 
To  Shakspeare's  fianie  of  ever-burning  ire. 
Or  Milton's  flood  of  mind,  till  time  expire 
Foredoom'd  to  flow ;  as  Heaven's  dread  energ)', 
Unconscious  of  the  bounds  of  place 


TRANSLATIONS. 


PSALM  LXVIII. 

PARAPHRASE. 

The  Majesty,  the  Power,  the  Justice,  and  Mercy  of  God. 

Arise,  O  God,  assume  thy  might ! 
Shall  proud  oppressors  still  unaw'd  devour, 
Still  trample  on  the  poor  man's  right, 
And  lewdly  scorn  thy  power  ? 

When  roaring  from  the  western  deep 

The  black-wing'd  tempests  rush. 
When  o'er  the  hills  with  headlong  sweep 
The  inundations  gush ; 
As  then  the  whirling  chalF  is  driven, 

So  swept  away  shall  be 
All  who  despise  the  laws  of  Heaven, 
Nor  honour  pay  to  thee. 

But,  O  ye  just,  with  rapture  raise 
Your  cheerful  voices  in  his  praise  j 
With  sacred  awe  and  holy  mirth 
Resound  the  God  of  Heaven  and  earth  ; 
The  God  whose  mercy  knows  no  end. 
The  poor  man's  and  the  widow's  Friend, 
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The  helpless  orphan's  Sire  ; 
Who  round  the  meek  afflicted  jnst, 
Though  crush'd  and  humbled  in  the  dust, 

Is  still  a  wall  of  fire. 

When  thou,  O  God,  didst  march  before 
Thy  people  to  the  promis'd  shore, 
Then  shook  old  Earth : — The  sky- 
Shot  lightnings  from  on  high  ; 
The  rapid  Jordan  bar'd  his  bed, 
The  ocean  saw  his  God  and  fled, 
The  lofty  cliffs  of  Sinai  nod 
And  tremble  at  the  presence  of  their  thundering 
God. 

The  Lord  Jehovah  gave  the  word, 

And  loud  the  tribes  resound, 
And  mighty  kings  and  mighty  hosts 

Lay  scatter'd  o'er  the  ground  : 
Dispers'd  as  snow  in  Salmon's  plain 
So  fell,  so  lay  the  mighty  slain. 
And  with  their  purple  spoils  are  crown'd 

The  tender  virgin-train. 

Thousands  of  angels  at  thy  gate, 

And  great  archangels  stand. 
And  twenty  thousand  chariots  wait. 

Great  Lord,  thy  dread  command  ! 
Through  all  thy  great,  thy  vast  domains, 

With  godlike  honours  clad. 
Captivity  in  captive  chains 

Triumphing  thou  hast  led. 
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That  thou  might'st  dwell  with  men  below, 

And  be  then-  God  and  King, 
From  Bashan  and  the  land  of  woe 

Shalt  thou  thy  people  bring  : 
From  Bashan  and  the  desert  shore 
To  blooming  fields,  and  cities  fair, 
While  sacred  songsters  march  before, 
And  Jacob's  princes  faint  no  more, 

Shalt  thou  the  way  prepare. 

Lo  I  Egypt's  kings  and  wisest  men 

Shall  bend  the  duteous  knee, 
And  Ethiopia,  wide  and  great, 
Through  all  her  vast  extended  state, 

Shall  stretch  her  hands  to  thee. 

But,  awful  Sovereign !  who  can  stand 
Before  the  terrors  of  thy  hand, 
When  thy  right  hand  impends  the  blow 
To  strike  a  proud  obdurate  foe? 
Yet  to  thy  saints,  O  God  of  prayer, 

How  mild  thy  mercies  shine  ! 
The  tenderest  father's  ardent  care 

But  ill  resembles  thine  : 
Thy  mercies  far,  oh,  far  above 

Thy  other  wonders  shine, 
A  mother's  ever  watchful  love 

But  ill  resembles  thine ! 
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EPITHALAMIUM, 

WRITTEN  IN  HEBREW  BY  ABRAM  DEPAS, 

On  the  Marriage  of  Jacob  Franca,  Esq.  to  Miss  Abigail 
D^Aguilar,  Daughter  of  the  late  Baron  D\4guilar, 

The  voice  of  joy  this  happy  day  demands ; 

Resound  the  song,  and  in  our  God  confide : 
Beneath  his  canopy  the  bridegroom  stands, 

In  all  her  beauty  shines  the  lovely  bride. 
O  may  their  joy  stil!  blossom,  ever  new, 
Fair  as  a  garden  to  the  ravish'd  view  ! 

Rejoice,  O  youth,  and  if  thy  thoughts  aspire 
To  Heaven's  pure  bliss,  the  sacred  law  revere  j 

The  stranger's  wants,  the  needy  soul's  desire 
Supply,  and  humbly  with  thy  neighbour  bear  : 

So  shall  thy  father's  grateful  heart  rejoice, 

And  thy  fair  deeds  inspire  thy  people's  voice. 

Sing  from  your  bowers,  ye  daughters  of  the  song, 
Behold  the  bride  with  star-like  glory  shine  ; 

May  each  succeeding  day  still  glide  along 
Fair  as  the  fust,  begirt  with  grace  divine  : 

Far  from  her  tent  may  care  and  sorrow  fly, 

While  she  o'erjoy'd  beholds  her  numerous  progeny. 

Ye  happy  parents,  shout  with  cheerful  voice, 
See,  o'er  your  son  the  canopy  unfold  ; 

And  thou,  O  hoary  reverend  sire,  rejoice, 
May  thy  glad  eyes  thy  grandson's  son  behold. 

The  song  of  joy,  ye  youthful  kindred,  raise, 

And  let  the  people  join,  the  living  God  to  praise  ! 
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SONNET  TO  VASCO  DE  GAM  A. 

FROM  TASSO. 

Vasco  le  cui  felici,  &c. 


Vasco,  whose  bold  and  happy  bowsprit  bore 
Against  the  rising  morn;  and  homeward  fraught, 

Whose  sails  came  westward  with  the  day,  and 
brought 
The  wealth  of  India  to  thy  native  shore; 

Ne'er  did  the  Greek  such  length  of  seas  explore, 
The  Greek, who  sorrow  to  the  Cyclops  wrought; 

And  he,  who,  victor,  with  the  Harpies  fought. 
Never  such  pomp  of  naval  honours  wore. 

Great  as  thou  art,  and  peerless  in  renown, 
Yet  thou  to  Camoens  ow'st  thy  noblest  fame  ; 

Further  than  thou  didst  sail,  his  deathless  song 
Shall  bear  the  dazzling  splendour  of  thy  name  ; 

And  under  many  a  sky  thy  actions  crown, 

While  Time  and  Fame  together  glide  along. 
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SONNET. 
FROM  PETRARCH. 

Ah  !  how,  my  friend,  has  foul  gorg'd  luxurie, 
And  bloated  slumber  on  the  slothful  down, 
From  the  dull  world  all  manly  virtue  thrown, 
And  slaved  the  age  to  custom's  tyrannic. 

The  blessed  lights  so  lost  in  darkness  be, 

Tliose  lights  by  Heaven  to  guide  our  minds  bestown, 

Mad  were  he  deem'd  who  brought  from  Helicon 


Philosophy,  ah  !  thou  art  cold  and  poor, 

Exclaim  the  crowd  on  sordid  gain  intent ; 

Few  will  attend  thee  on  thy  lofty  road  ; 

Yet  I,  my  friend,  would  fire  thy  zeal  the  more : 

Ah,  gentle  spirit,  labour  on  unspent, 

Crown  thy  fair  toils,  and  win  the  smile  of  God. 
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SONG. 


TO  EMMA. 

Whene'er  to  gentle  Emma's  praise 
I  tune  my  soft  enamour'd  lays, 
When  on  the  face  so  dear  I  prize, 
I  fondly  gaze  with  love-sick  eyes ; 

*  Say,  Damon,'  cries  the  smiling  fair, 
With  modest  and  ingenuous  air, 

*  Tell  of  this  homely  frame,  the  part 
To  which  I  owe  your  vanquish'd  heart. 

In  vain,  my  Emma,  would  I  tell 
By  what  thy  captive  Damon  fell ; 
The  swain  who  partial  charms  can  see 
May  own — but  never  lov'd  like  me  ! 
Won  by  thy  form  and  fairer  mind, 
So  much  my  wishes  are  confin'd. 
With  lover's  eyes  so  much  I  see, 
Thy  very  faults  are  charms  to  me. 


EM3IA  TO  DAMONy 

ON  FINDING  HIS  ADDRESSES  NOT  FAVOURED  BY 
HER  FRIENDS,  ON  ACCOUNT  OF  HIS  WANT  OF 
FORTUNE. 

Forbear,  in  pity,  ah !  forbear 

To  soothe  my  ravish'd  ear ; 
Nor  longer  thus  a  love  declare, 

'Tis  death  for  me  to  hear. 

Too  much,  alas !  my  tender  heart 

Does  to  thy  suit  incline ; 
Why  then  attempt  to  gain  by  art, 

What  is  ah-eady  thine  ? 

O  !  let  not,  like  the  Grecian  dame ', 

My  hapless  fortune  prove. 
Who  languish'd  in  too  fierce  a  flame, 

And  died  by  too  much  love. 


'  Semele. 


THE  AUTHOR, 

BEING  IN  COMPANY  WITH  EMMA,  ANJ)  HAVING  NO 
OPPORTUNITY  OF  EXPRESSING  CERTAIN  DOUBTS 
HE  HAD  CONCEIVED  OF  HER  SINCERITY,  CON- 
VEYS TO  HER  THE  FOLLOWING  LINES,  AS  A  DE- 
VICE TO  KNOW  THE  SENTIMENTS  OF  HER  HEART. 

Are  all  my  flattering  hopes  at  once  betray'd, 
And  cold  and  faithless  gi'own  my  nut-brown  maid  ? 
Have  I  so  long  indulg'd  the  pleasing  smart, 
And  worn  thy  grateful  image  next  my  heart  ? 
And  must  I  thus  at  once  all  hopes  resign, 
When,  fix'd  as  fate,  I  fondly  thought  thee  mine  ? 
Then  go,  irresolute, — and  dare  to  prove, 
To  please  proud  friends,  a  rebel  to  thy  love. 
Perliaps,  too  long  accustom'd  to  obtain. 
My  flattering  views  were  ever  false  and  vain  ! 
Perhaps  my  Emma's  hps,  well  skill'd  in  art, 
Late  breath'd  a  language  foreign  to  her  heart ! 
Perhaps  the  Muse  profanely  does  thee  wrong, 
Weak  ray  suspicions  and  unjust  my  song  ^ ! 
Whichever  is  the  cause,  the  truth  proclaim, 
And  to  that  sentence  here  affix  thy  name  ; 
So  shall  we  both  be  rescued  from  the  fear 
Which  thou  must  have  to  tell,  and  I  to  hear ; 

1  After  perusing  the  paper.  Emma  (as  the  reader  may 
conjecture  from  the  sequel)  returned  it  to  the  Author, 
after  having  written  her  name  with  a  pencil  at  the  close  of 
the  following  line:  '  vveak  my  suspicions  and   unjust  my 


g  TO  EMMA. 

If  thou  art  false  the  Muse  shall  vengeance  take, 
And  blast  the  faithless  sex  for  Emma's  sake  : 
If  true — my  wounds  thy  gentle  voice  shall  heal, 
And  own  me  punish'd  by  the  pangs  I  feel. 
But  O  !  without  disguise  pronounce  my  fate. 
Bless  me  with  love,  or  curse  me  with  thy  hate ! 
Hearts  soft  as  mine  indifference  cannot  bear ; 
Perfect  my  hopes,  or  plunge  me  in  despair. 


TO  EMMA, 

DOUBTING  THE  AUTHOR'S  SINCERITY. 

When  misers  cease  to  doat  on  gold, 

When  justice  is  no  longer  sold, 

When  female  tongues  their  clack  shall  hush, 

When  modesty  shall  cease  to  blush, 

When  parents  shall  no  more  control 

The  fond  affections  of  the  soul, 

Nor  force  the  sad  reluctant  fair 

Her  idol  from  her  heart  to  tear ; 

For  sordid  interest  to  engage, 

And  languish  in  the  arms  of  age  ; 

Then  in  this  heart  shall  falsehood  reign. 

And  pay  thy  kindness  with  disdain. 

When  friends  severe  as  thine  shall  prove 

Propitious  to  ingenuous  love, 

Bid  thee  in  merit  place  affiance, 

And  think  they're  honour'd  by  the'  alHance  : 

And  oh  !  when  hearts  as  proud  as  mine 

Shall  basely  kneel  at  Plutus'  shrine. 

Forego  my  modest  plea  to  fame. 

Or  own  dull  power's  superior  claim  ; 


AN  INVITATION  TO  EMMA. 

Wlien  the  bright  sun  no  more  shall  bring 
The  sweet  return  of  annual  spring ; 
When  Nature  shall  the  chanue  deplore, 
And  music  till  the  groves  no  more  ; 
Then  in  this  heart  shall  falsehood  reign, 
And  pay  thy  kindness  with  disdain. 
But  why  from  dearer  objects  rove, 
Nor  draw  illusions  whence  I  love? 
When  my  dear  Emma's  eyes  shall  be 
As  black  as  jet  or  ebony, 
And  every  froward  tooth  shall  stand 
As  rang'd  by  Hemet's '  dextrous  hand ; 
When  her  sweet  face,  deform'd  by  rage, 
No  more  shall  every  heart  engage. 
When  her  soft  voice  shall  cease  to  charm, 
Nor  malice  of  its  power  disarm ; 
When  manners,  gentle  and  refin'd, 
No  more  speak  forth  her  spotless  mind  j 
But  tiie  perfidious  minx  shall  prove 
A  peijur'd  traitress  to  her  love  : 
Then — nor  till  then — shall  Damon  be 
False  to  his  vows,  and  false  to  thee ! 


AN 

INVITATION  TO  EMMA, 

AFTER  MARRIAGE,  TO  LIVE  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

Come,  my  dear  girl,  let's  seek  the  peaceful  vale. 
Where  honour,  truth,  and  innocence  prevail. 
Let's  fly  this  cursed  town — a  nest  of  slaves — 
Where  fortune  smiles  not  but  on  fools  or  knaves, 
1  A  celebrated  dentist. 


10  MONODY. 

Who  merit  claim  proportion'd  to  their  gold, 

And  truth  and  innocence  are  bought  and  sold. 

An  humble  competence  we  have  in  store, 

Mere  food  and  raiment — kings  can  have  no  more  ! 

A  glorious  patriarchal  life  we'll  lead, 

See  the  fruits  ripen,  and  the  lambkins  feed ; 

Frequent  observe  the  labours  of  the  spade, 

And  joy  to  see  each  yearly  toil  repaid  ; 

In  some  sequester'd  spot  a  bower  shall  stand, 

The  favourite  task  of  thy  lov'd  Damon's  hand. 

Where  the  sweet  woodbine  clasps  the  curling  vine, 

Emblem  of  faithful  love,  like  your's  and  mine ! 

Here  will  we  sit  when  evening  shades  prevail. 

And  hear  the  night-bird  tell  its  plaintive  tale, 

Till  nature's  voice  shall  summon  us  away. 

To  gather  spirits  for  the'  approaching  day  ; 

Then  on  thy  breast  I'll  lay  my  weary  head, 

A  pillow  softer  than  a  monarch's  bed  ! 


MONODY 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  EMxMA. 

Yet  do  1  live  !  O  how  shall  I  sustain 
This  vast  unutterable  weight  of  woe? 

This  worse  than  hunger,  poverty,  or  pain, 
Or  all  the  complicated  ills  below — 

She,  in  whose  life  my  hopes  were  treasuiM  all. 
Is  gone — for  ever  fled — 
My  dearest  Emma's  dead  ; 

These  eyes,  these  tear-swol'n  eyes,  beheld  her  fall : 

Ah  no — she  lives  on  some  far  happier  shore,  [more. 

She  lives — but  (cruel  thought !)  she  lives  for  me  no 
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I,  who  the  tedious  absence  of  a  day 

Remov'd,  would  languish  for  my  charmer's  sight. 
Would  chide  the  lingering  moments  for  delay, 

And  fondly  blame  the  slow  return  of  night  3 
How,  how  shall  I  endure 
(O  misery  past  a  cure  !) 
Hours,  days,  and  years,  successively  to  roll, 
Nor  ever  more  behold  the  comfort  of  my  soul.-' 
Was  she  not  all  ray  fondest  wish  could  frame? 

Did  ever  mind  so  much  of  Heaven  partake? 
Did  she  not  love  me  with  the  purest  flume, 

And  give  up  friends  and  fortune  for  my  sake  ? 

Though  mild  as  evening  skies, 

With  downcast  streaming  eyes, 

Stood  the  stern  frown  of  superciHous  brows, 

Deaf  to  their  brutal  threats,  and  faithftil  to  her  vows. 

Come  then,  some  iNIuse,  the  saddest  of  the  train, 

(No  more  your  bard  shall  dwell  on  idle  lays) 
Teach  me  each  moving  melancholy  strain  ; 

And,  O  !  discard  the  pageantry  of  phrase: 
III  suit  the  flowers  of  speech  with  woes  like  mine! 
Thus,  haply,  as  I  paint 
The  source  of  my  complaint, 
My  soul  may  own  the'  impassion'd  line; 
A  flood  of  tears  may  gush  to  my  relief,         [grief. 
And  from  my  swelling  heart  discharge  this  load  of 
Forbear,  ray  fond  officious  friends,  forbear 
To  wound  my  ears  with  the  sad  tales  you  tell — 
*  How  good  she  was,  how  gentle,  and  how  fair  1* 

In  pity  cease — alas  !  I  know  too  well 
How,  in  her  sweet  expressive  face, 

Beam'd  forth  the  beauties  of  her  mind, 
Yet  heighten'd  by  exterior  grace 

Of  manners  most  engaging,  most  refin'd. 
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No  piteous  object  could  she  see, 

But  her  soft  bosom  shar'd  the  woe, 
While  smiles  of  affability 

Endear'd  whatever  boon  she  might  bestow  : 
Whate'er  the'  emotions  of  her  heart, 

Still  shone  conspicuous  in  her  eyes, 
Strancter  to  every  female  art, 

Alike  to  feign,  or  to  disguise: 
And  O — the  boast  how  rare ! 
The  secret  in  her  faithful  breast  repos'd 
She  ne'er  with  lawless  tongue  disclos'd. 

In  sacred  silence  lodg'd  inviolate  there. 

0  feeble  words — unable  to  express 

Her  matchless  virtues,  or  my  own  distress! 

Relentless  Death !  that,  steel'd  to  human  woe, 

With  murderous  hands  deals  havoc  on  mankind, 
Why  (cruel !)  strike  this  deprecated  blow. 

And  leave  such  wretched  multitudes  behind  ? 
Hark !  groans  come  wing'd  on  every  breeze ! 

The  sons  of  Grief  prefer  their  ardent  vow  ; 
Oppress'd  with  sorrow,  want,  or  dire  disease, 

And  supplicate  thy  aid,  as  I  do  now  : 
In  vain — Perverse,  still  on  the'  unweeting  head 

'Tis  thine  thy  vengeful  darts  to  shed  j 
Hope's  infant  blossoms  to  destroy. 
And  drench  in  tears  the  face  of  Joy. 

But,  oh !  fell  tyrant !  yet  expect  the  hour 
When  Virtue  shall  renounce  thy  pow'r  ; 
AVhen  thou  no  more  shalt  blot  the  face  of  day, 
Nor  mortals  tremble  at  thy  rigid  sway. 
Alas !  the  day — where'er  I  turn  my  eyes. 
Some  sad  memento  of  my  loss  appears  j 

1  fly  the  fatal  house — suppress  my  sighs, 
Resolv'd  to  dry  my  unavailing  tears ; 
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But,  ah !  in  vain — no  change  of  time  or  place 

The  memory  can  efface 
Of  all  that  sweetness,  that  enchanting  air,     [spair. 
Now  lost ;  and  nought  remains  but  anguish  and  de- 

Where  were  the  delegates  of  Heaven, — oh  where? 

Appointed  Virtue's  children  safe  to  keep  ! 
Had  Innocence  or  Virtue  been  their  care, 

She  had  not  died,  nor  had  I  liv'd  to  weep  : 
Mov'd  by  my  tears,  and  by  her  patience  mov'd, 
To  see  her  force  the'  endearing  smile, 
My  sorrows  to  beguile, 
When  Torture's  keenest  rage  she  prov'd  ; 
Sure  they  had  warded  that  untimely  dart,    [heart. 
Which  broke  her  tiiread  of  life,  and  rent  a  husband's 
How  shall  I  e'er  forget  that  dreadful  hour, 
When,  feeUng  Death's  resistless  pow'r. 
My  hand  she  press'd,  wet  with  her  falling  tears, 
And  thus,  in  faultering  accents,  spoke  her  fears:— 

'  Ah,  my  lov'd  lord,  the  transient  scene  is  o'er, 

And  we  must  part  (alas  !)  to  meet  no  more  ! 

But,  oh  !  if  e'er  thy  Emma's  name  was  dear, 

If  e'er  thy  vows  have  charm'd  my  ravish'd  ear  ; 

If,  from  thy  lov'd  embrace  my  heart  to  gain,  [vain ; 

Proud  friends  have  frown'd,  and  Fortune  smil'd  in 

If  it  has  been  my  sole  endeavour,  still 

To  act  in  all  obsequious  to  thy  will ; 

To  watch  thy  very  smiles,  and  wish  to  know, 

Then  only  truly  bless'd  when  thou  wert  so ; 

If  I  have  doated  with  that  fond  excess, 

Nor  Love  could  add,  nor  Fortune  make  it  less ; 

If  this  I've  done,  and  more — oh !  then  be  kind 

To  the  dear  lovely  babe  I  leave  behind. 
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When  time  my  once-lov'd  memory  shall  eiface, 
Some  happier  maid  may  take  thy  Emma's  place, 
With  envious  eyes  thy  partial  fondness  see, 
And  hate  it  for  the  love  thou  bore  to  me : 
My  dearest  Shaw,  forgive  a  woman's  fears, 
But  one  word  more  (I  cannot  bear  thy  tears) 
Promise — and  I  will  trust  thy  faithful  vow, 
(Oft  have  I  tried,  and  ever  found  thee  true) 
That  to  some  distant  spot  thou  wilt  remove 
This  fatal  pledge  of  hapless  Emma's  love. 
Where,  safe,  thy  blandishments  it  may  partake  j 
And,  oh !  be  tender  for  its  mother's  sake  : 

Wilt  thou  ? 

I  know  thou  wilt sad  silence  speaks  assent, 

And  in  that  pleasing  hope  thy  Emma  dies  content !' 

I,  who  with  more  than  manly  strength  have  bore 

The  various  ills  impos'd  by  cruel  Fate, 
Sustain  the  firmness  of  my  soul  no  more, 

But  sink  beneath  the  weight : 
Just  Heaven !  (I  cried)  from  memor\ 's  earliest  day 

No  comfort  has  thy  wretched  suppliant  known, 
Misfortune  still  with  unrelenting  sway 

Has  claim'd  me  for  her  own. 
But  O! — in  pity  to  my  grief,  restore 
This  only  source  of  bliss  ;  I  ask — T  a:>k  no  more — 
Vain  hope — the'  irrevocable  doom  is  pass'd, 

Ev'n  now  she  looks — she  sighs  her  last 

Vainly  I  strive  to  stay  her  fleeting  breath. 

And,  with  rebellious  lipart,  protest  against  her  death. 

When  the  stern  tyrant  closd  her  lovely  eyes. 

How  did  T  rave,  untaught  to  bear  the  blow ! 
With  impious  wish  to  tear  her  from  the  skies, 

How  curse  my  fate  in  bitterness  of  woe ! 
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But  whither  would  this  dreadfiil  frenzy  lead  ? 
Fond  man,  forbear, 
Thy  fruitless  sorrow  spare, 
Dare  not  to  task  what  Heaven's  high  will  decreed ; 
In  humble  reverence  kiss  the'  afflictive  rod, 
And  prostrate  bow  to  an  offended  God. 
Perhaps  kind  Heaven  in  mercy  dealt  the  blow, 

Some  saving  truth  thy  roving  soul  to  teach  ; 
To  wean  thy  heart  from  groveHng  views  below, 

And  point  out  bliss  beyond  Misfortune's  reach  : 
To  show  that  all  the  flattering  schemes  of  joy, 

Which  towering  Hope  so  fondly  builds  in  air, 
One  fatal  moment  can  destroy, 

And  plunge  the'  exulting  maniac  in  despair. 
Then  O  !  with  pious  fortitude  sustain 
Thy  present  loss — haply,  thy  future  gain ; 

Nor  let  thy  Emma  die  in  vain ; 
Time  shall  administer  its  wonted  balm, 
And  hush  tliis  storm  of  grief  to  no  unpleasing  calm. 
Thus  the  poor  bird,  by  some  disastrous  fate, 

Caught  and  imprison'd  in  a  lonely  cage, 
Torn  from  its  native  fields,  and  dearer  mate, 

Flutters  awhile,  and  spends  its  little  rage : 
But,  finding  all  its  efforts  weak  and  vain, 

No  more  it  pants  and  rages  for  the  plain  ; 
Moping  awhile  in  sullen  mood 

Droops  the  sweet  mourner — but,  ere  long, 
Prunes  its  light  wings,  and  pecks  its  food. 

And  meditates  the  song  : 
Serenely  sorrowing,  breathes  its  piteous  case. 
And  with  its  plaintive  warbling  saddens  all  the  place. 

Forgive  me.  Heaven !  yet — yet  the  tears  will  flow, 
To  think  how  soon  my  scene  of  bliss  is  past! 
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My  budding  joys  just  promising  to  blow, 

All  nipt  and  wither'd  by  one  envious  blast ! 
My  hours,  that  laughing  wont  to  fleet  away, 
Move  heavily  along ; 
Where's  now  the  sprightlyjest,  the  jocund  song? 

Time  creeps  unconscious  of  dehght : 
How  shall  I  cheat  the  tedious  day  ? 

And  O- the  joyless  night ! 

Where  shall  I  rest  my  weary  head  ? 

How  shall  I  find  repose  on  a  sad  widow'd  bed  ? 

Come,  Theban  drug,  the  wretch's  only  aid, 
To  my  torn  heart  its  former  peace  restore ; 

Thy  votary,  wrapp'd  in  thy  Lethean  shade. 
Awhile  shall  cease  his  sorrows  to  deplore  : 

Haply  when  lock'd  in  Sleep's  embrace, 

Agam  I  shall  behold  my  Emma's  face  ; 
Again  with  transport  hear 
Her  voice  soft  whispering  in  my  ear ; 

May  steal  once  more  a  balmy  kiss. 

And  taste,  at  least,  of  visionary  bliss. 

But,  ah!  the'  unwelcome  morn's  obtruding  light 
Will  all  my  shadowy  schemes  of  bliss  depose, 
Will  tear  the  dear  illusion  from  my  sight, 
Aud  wake  me  to  the  sense  of  all  my  woes : 
If  to  the  verdant  fields  I  stray, 
Alas !  what  pleasures  now  can  these  convey  ? 
Her  lovely  form  pursues  where'er  I  go. 

And  darkens  all  the  scene  with  woe. 
By  Nature's  lavish  bounties  cheer'd  no  more, 
Sorrowing  I  rove 
Through  valley,  grot,  aud  grove  : 
Nought  can  their  beauties  or  my  loss  restore  j 
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No  herb,  no  plant,  can  medcine  my  disease, 
And  my  sad  sighs  are  borne  on  every  passing  breeze. 

Sickness  and  sorrow  hovering  round  my  bed, 

Who  now  with  anxious  haste  shall  bring  rehef, 
With  lenient  hand  support  my  drooping  head, 

Assuage  my  pains,  and  mitigate  ray  grief? 
Should  worldly  business  call  away, 

Who  now  shall  in  my  absence  fondly  mourn, 
Count  every  minute  of  the  loitering  day, 

Impatient  for  my  quick  return  ? 
Should  aught  my  bosom  discompose, 

Who  now,  with  sweet  complacent  air, 

Shall  smooth  the  rugged  brow  of  Care, 
And  soften  all  my  woes  ? 

Too  faithful  Memory Cease,  O  cease 

How  shall  I  e'er  regain  my  peace  ? 
{O  to  forget  her!) — but  how  vain  each  art, 
AVhilst  every  virtue  lives  imprinted  on  my  heart. 

And  thou,  my  little  cherub,  left  behind, 

To  hear  a  father's  plaints,  to  share  his  woes, 
When  reason's  dawn  informs  thy  infant  mind, 

And  thy  sweet-lisping  tongue  shall  ask  the  cause? 
How  oft  witii  sorrow  shall  mine  eyes  run  o'er, 

When,  twining  round  my  knees,  I  trace 

Thy  mother's  smile  upon  thy  face ! 
How  oft  to  my  full  heart  shalt  thou  restore 
Sad  memory  of  my  joys — ah,  now  no  more! 
By  blessings  once  enjoy'd  now  more  distress'd, 
More  beggar  by  the  riches  once  possess'd. 

My  little  darling! dearer  to  me  grown 

By  all  the  tears  thoust  caus'd — O  strange  to  hear  I) 
Bought  with  a  life  yet  dearer  than  tiiy  own, 
Thy  cradle  pnrchas'd  with  thy  mother's  bier : 
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Wlio  now  shall  seek  with  fond  delight 

Thy  infant  steps  to  guide  aright  ? 

She,  who  with  doating  eyes  would  gaze 

On  all  thy  little  artless  ways, 

By  all  thy  soft  endearments  bless'd, 
And  clasp  thee  oft  wilh  transport  to  her  breast, 

Alas!  is  gone Yet  shalt  thou  prove 

A  father's  dearest,  tendcrest  love  ; 
And,  O  sweet  senseless  smiler,  (envied  state !) 
As  yet  unconscious  of  tiiy  hapless  fate, 

When  yeai  s  thy  judgment  shall  mature. 
And  reason  shows  those  ills  it  cannot  cure  j 

Wilt  thou,  a  father's  gnef  to'  assuage, 
For  virtue  prove  the  Phoenix  of  the  earth, 
(Like  her,  thy  mother  died  to  give  thee  birth) 

And  be  the  comfort  of  my  age  ? 

When  sick  and  languishing  I  lie, 

Wilt  thou  my  Emma's  wonted  care  supply  ? 

And,  oft  as  to  thy  listening  ear 
Thy  mother's  virtues  and  her  fate  I  tell, 

Say,  wilt  thou  drop  the  tender  tear, 
Whilst  on  the  mournful  theme  I  dwell? 
Then,  fondly  stealing  to  thy  father's  side, 

Whene'er  thou  seest  the  soft  distress, 
Which  I  would  vainly  seek  to  hide, 

Say,  wilt  thou  strive  to  make  it  less  ? 
To  soothe  my  sorrows  all  thy  cares  employ, 
And  in  my  cup  of  grief  infuse  one  drop  of  joy  ? 


EVENING  ADDRESS 

TO 

A  NIGHTINGALE, 


Sweet  bird !  that,  kindly  perching  near, 
Pourest  thy  plaints  melodious  in  mine  ear, 
Not,  like  base  worldlings,  tutor'd  to  forego 
The  melancholy  haunts  of  Woe ; 

Thanks  for  thy  sorrow-soothing  strain  : 

For,  surely,  thou  hast  known  to  prove, 
Like  me,  the  pangs  of  hapless  love; 

Else  why  so  feelingly  complain, 
And  with  thy  piteous  notes  thus  sadden  all  the  giove  ? 

Say,  dost  thou  mourn  thy  ravish'd  mate. 

That  oft  enamour'd  on  thy  strains  has  hung? 
Or  has  the  cruel  hand  of  Fate 

Bereft  thee  of  thy  darling  young? 

Alas,  for  botli  I  weep 

In  all  the  pride  of  youthful  charms, 

A  beauteous  bride  torn  from  my  circling  arms, 

A  lovely  babe  that  should  have  liv'd  to  bless, 

And  fill  my  doatiug  eyes  with  frequent  tears, 
At  once  the  source  of  rapture  and  distress. 

The  flattering  prop  of  my  declining  years ! 
In  vain  from  death  to  rescue  I  essay'd. 

By  every  art  that  Science  could  devise, 
Alas !  it  languish'd  for  a  mother's  aid, 

And  wiug'd  its  flight  to  seek  her  in  the  skies. 
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Then  0 !  our  comforts  be  the  same, 

At  evening's  peaceful  hour, 
To  shun  the  noisy  paths  of  wealth  and  fame, 

And  breathe  our  sorrows  in  this  lonely  bower. 

But  why,  alas!  to  thee  complain! 

To  thee — unconscious  of  my  pain! 

Soon  shalt  thou  cease  to  mourn  thy  lot  severe, 

And  hail  the  dawning  of  a  happier  year: 

The  genial  warmth  of  joy-renewing  Spring 
Again  shall  plume  thy  shatter'd  wing  ; 
Again  thy  little  heart  shall  transport  prove, 
Again  shall  flow  thy  notes  responsive  to  thy 
love. 
But  O  !  for  me  in  vain  may  seasons  roll, 

Nought  can  dry  np  the  fountain  of  my  tears; 
Deploring  still  the  comjhrt  of  my  soiily 
I  count  my  sorrows  by  increasing  years. 

Tell  me,  thou  syren  Hope,  deceiver,  say, 

Where  is  the  promisd  period  of  my  woes? 
Full  three  long,  lingering  years  have  roU'd  away, 
And  yet  I  weep,  a  stranger  to  repose : 

O  what  delusion  did  thy  tongue  employ! 
*  That  Emma''s  fatal  pledge  of  love, 

Her  last  bequest — with  all  a  mother's  care, 
The  bitterness  of  sorrow  should  remove, 
Soften  the  horrors  of  despair, 

And  cheer  a  heart  long  lost  to  joy?' 
How  oft,  when  fondling  in  mine  arms. 
Gazing  enraptur'd  on  its  angel-face, 
iNIy  soul  the  maze  of  Fate  would  vainly  trace. 
And  burn  with  all  a  father's  fond  alarms ! 
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And  O !  w  hat  flattering  scenes  had  Fancy  feiga'd  ! 
How  did  I  rave  of  blessings  yet  in  store ! 
Till  every  aching  sense  was  sweetly  pain'd, 

And  my  full  heart  could  bear,  nor  tongue  could 
utter  more. 

*  Just  Heaven,'  I  cried -with  recent  hopes  elate, 

'  Yet  I  will  live — will  live,  though  Emma's  dead  I 
So  long  bow'd  down  beneath  the  storms  of  Fate, 

Yet  will  I  raise  my  woe-dejected  head ! 
My  little  Emma,  now  my  ally 

Will  want  a  father's  care, 
Her  looks,  her  wants,  my  rash  resolves  recall, 

And  for  her  sake  the  ills  of  hfe  I'll  bear; 
And  oft  together  we'll  complain ; 

Complaint,  the  only  bliss  my  soul  can  know  ; 
From  me  my  child  shall  learn  tiie  mournful  strain. 

And  prattle  tales  of  woe. 

And  O  !  in  that  auspicious  hour, 
When  Fate  resigns  iier  persecuting  power, 
With  duteous  zeal  her  hand  shall  close. 

No  more  to  weep — my  sorrow-streaming  eyes. 
When  Death  gives  Misery  repose, 

And  opes  a  glorious  passage  to  the  skies.' 

Vain  thought!  it  must  not  be. — She  too  is  dead ■- 

The  flattering  scene  is  o'er, 

My  hopes  for  ever — ever  fled 

And  vengeance  can  no  more 

Crush'd  by  misfortune — blasted  by  disease — 

And  none — none  left  to  bear  a  friendly  part ! 
To  meditate  my  welfare,  health,  or  ease. 

Or  soothe  the  anguish  of  an  achinsr  heart } 
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Now  all  one  gloomy  scene,  till  welcome  Death, 
With  lenient  hand,  (O  falsely  deem'd  severe ! 
Shall  kindly  stop  my  grief-exhausted  breath, 

And  dry  up  every  tear ! 
Perhaps,  obsequious  to  my  will, 

But  ah !  from  my  atfections  far  remov'd ! 
The  last  sad  office  strangers  may  fulfil. 
As  if  I  ne'er  had  been  belov'd  ; 
As  if,  unconscious  of  poetic  fire, 
I  ne'er  had  touch'd  tlie  trembling  lyre ; 
As  if  jny  niggard  hand  ne'er  dealt  relief, 
Nor  my  heart  melted  at  another's  grief. 

Yet while  this  weary  life  shall  last, 

While  yet  my  tongue  can  form  the'  impassion'd 
strain. 
In  piteous  accents  shall  the  Muse  complain. 
And  dwell  with  fond  delay  on  blessings  past ; 
For  O  !  how  grateful  to  a  wounded  heart 
The  tale  of  misery  to  impart ! 
From  others'  eyes  bid  artless  sorrows  tlow, 
And  raise  esteem  upon  the  base  of  woe  ! 
Ev'n  he  ',  the  noblest  of  the  tuneful  throng, 

Shall  deign  my  love-lorn  tale  to  hear, 
Shall  catch  the  soft  contagion  of  my  song, 

And  pay  my  pensive  Muse  the  tribute  of  a  tear! 

'  Lord  Lyttelton,  who  bad  highly  applauded  Shaw's  Monody. 
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MERCURIUS  SPUR,  ESQ, 

WITH  NOTES  BY  FAUSTIMLS  SCRIBLERUS. 

1766. 

Acres  prociirrunt,  maguiim  spectaciilum!  HOR. 

ADDRESS  TO  THE  CRITICS. 

Ye  puny  things,  who  self-important  sit 
The  sovereign  arbiters  of  aionthly  wit ; 
Who,  enathng-Hke,  your  stings  around  dispense, 
And  feed  on  excrements  of  sickly  sense; 
Ye  gentle  Critics,  whom,  by  Fancy  led, 
IMy  Pegasus  has  kickd  upon  the  head, 
Wlio,  zealous  to  decry  the'  injurious  strain, 
While  Common-sense  ^  has  bled  at  every  vein ; 

'  In  justification  of  tiie  author's  severity,  the  render  is 
desired  to  attend  to  the  Critical  Review  ou  the  first  edition 
of  this  poem,  where  he  will  find,  comprised  in  a  very  nar- 
row compass,  a  most  wonderful  variety  of  nonsense,  both 
literal  and  nietiiphorical  ;  where  the  Race  is  ingeniously 
discovered  to  be  an  imitation  of  Pope's  Dunciad.  Now, 
the  only  circu-mstaiice  which  has  the  least  reference  to  that 
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Bewilder'd  wander  on,  with  idiot-pride, 
Without  oi-  wit  or  grammar  for  yonr  guide  j 
Behold  !  acain  I  blot  the'  envenom'd  page, 
Come,  whet  yonr  tiny  stings,  exhanst  your  rage  : 
Here  wreak  your  vengeance,  here  exert  your  skill, 
Lei  biustenng  Kenrick  ^  draw  his  raven's  quill: 
My  claims  to  genins  let  each  dunce  disown, 
And  damn  all  strains  more  favour'd  than  their  own. 

Where  Peg.;si',s,  who  ambled  at  fifteen, 
No  lorger  sporting  on  the  rural  green. 
Rampant  breaks  forth :  now  flies  the  peaceful  plains, 
And  bounds,  impetuous,  heedless  of  the  reins, 
O'er  eartii's  vast  surrace  madiy  scours  along, 
Nor  spares  a  critic,  gaping  in  the  throng  ; 
Truth  rides  behind  %  and  prompts  tiie  wild  career; 
And,  truth  ray  guardian,  what  have  1  to  fear? 

Oh,  Truth!    thou  sole  director  of  niy  views, 
Whom  yet  I  love  far  dearer  than  the  Muse  ! 
Teach  rue  myself  in  every  sense  to  know. 
Proof 'gainst  the'  injurious  shafts  of  friend  or  foe. 
When  snjooth-tongued  flatterers  my  ears  assail, 
May  my  firm  soul  disdain  the  fulsome  tale! 

poem,  is  Jlie  licro'»  tumbling  into  a  boj:,  which  is  (as  it  is 
th(t\r  ackiinwifdgeclj  an  exncl  imitation  of  a  passage  in 
Homei,  and  whs  desigiietl  at  the  same  time  as  a  stroke  of 
ridicule  on  one  ef  the  insta:ices  «l  ere  tliat  immortal  bard 
has  iioddPd.— This  tLe  set  of  sentleraeu  had  not  eyes  to 
see.  and  aie  therefoie  excutabie.  Those  gentlemen  cer- 
triinly  (annothelp  tlieir  having  neither  genius  nor  litera- 
tiirc;    but    blockhead*    may    certainly    help   commtncmg 

*  Dr.  Kenrick,  a  writer  at  perpetual  warfare  with  his 
contemporaries. 

s  Perhaps  some  half-witted  critic  may  pertiv  inquire  why 
8ho:ild  Inuh  rid?  ijehind,  ralh-.-r  ihan  hcf-ue  -  soft  and 
faiiiy  ;  certamly  every  man  has  a  right  to  ride  foremost  m 
his  own  Pegasus. 
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And  ah  !  from  pride  thy  votive  bard  defend, 
Though  Conway  smile,  or  Chesterfield  commend ! 
Unmov'd  by  sqnibs  from  all  the  scribbling  throng, 
Whom  tliou  proclaim'st  the  refuse  of  my  soug; 
Still  may  I  safe  between  the  danger  steer 
Of  Scylla-flattery,  and  Charybdis-fear  !       [claim!) 
Those  foes  to   Genius  (should'st  thou  grant  my 
Thooe  wrecks  alike  of  reason  and  of  fame. 
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Aiu  me, — some  honest  sister  of  the  Nine, 

Who  ne'er  paid  court  at  Flattery's  fulsome  shrine, 

A  youth  enlighten  with  thy  keenest  fires, 

Who  dares  proclaim  whate'er  the  Muse  inspires, 

By  sfjuint-ey'd  Prejudice,  or  love  inclin'd, 

No  partial  ties  shall  heie  enslave  the  mind  : 

Tlioiiirh  fancy  sport  in  fiction's  pleasing  guise, 

Truth,  still  conspicuous,  through  the  veil  shall  rise  ; 

No  bribe  or  stratagem  shall  here  take  place, 

TJjough  (strange  to  tell !) — the  subject  is  a  Race. 

Unlike  the  Race  which  fim'd  Newmarket  boasts. 
Where  pimps  are  peers'  companions,  whores  their 

toasts, 
Where  jockey-nobles  with  groom-porters  vie, 
Who  best  can  hedge  a  bet,  or  cog  a  die. 
Nor  like  tlie  Race,  by  ancient  Homer  told. 
No  spears  for  prizes,  and  no  cups  of  gold  : 
A  poets'  Race,  T  sing — a  poet's  prize, 
Wlio  gold  ^  and  fighting  equally  despise. 

*  The  poverty  of  poets  is  a  well-known  adage;  or,  to  speak 
more  poetically,  their  contempt  of  riches,    tbey  also  seem 
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To  all  the  rhyming  brethren  of  the  quill 
Fame  sent  her  lieralds,  to  proclaim  her  will : — 

*  Since  late  her  votaries  in  abusive  lays 
Had  madly  wrangled  for  the  wreath  of  bays  ; 
To  qnell  at  once  this  foul  tumultuous  heat, 
The  day  was  fix'd  whereon  each  bard  should  meet. 
Already  had  she  mark'd  the  destin'd  ground, 
Where  from  the  goal  her  eager  sons  should  bomid, 
There,  by  the  hope  of  future  glory  fed, 
Prove  by  their  heels  the  prowess  of  the  head; 
And  he,  who  fleetest  ran,  and  first  to  fame, 
The  chaplet  and  the  victory  should  claim.' 
Sv\ift  spread  the  grateful  news  through  all  the  town, 
And  every  scribbler  thoug'.it  the  wreath  his  own. 
No  corporal  defect  can  now  retard 
The  one-le^g'd,  sliort-legg'd,  or  consumptive  bard  ^ ; 
Convine'd  that  legs  or  lungs  could  make  no  odds 
'Tvvixl  man  and  man,  where  goddesses  or  gods 
Presided  judges  ;  sure  to  have  decreed 
To  dulness  crutches,  and  to  merit  speed. 

To  view  the  various  candidates  for  fame, 
Booksellers,  printers,  and  their  devils  came. 
First  Becket  and  De  Hondt  came  hand  in  hand. 
And  next  came  Nourse  and  Millar,  from  the  Strand  ; 


providentially  in  all  ages  to  have  possessed  the  most  pacific 
tempers  :  no  doubt,  l»-st  their  lives  should  be  endangered, 
whose  labours  are  so  conducive  to  ibe  amusement  of  so- 
ciety.    Horace  confesses  himself  a  coward : 

Relicta  nou  bene  parmula,  Sec. 
Bnt  the  moderns  are  not  quite  so  iugennous. 

•*  The  discerning  reader  will  at  once  be  sensible  of  the 
necessity  of  ihis  proviso ;  otherwise  it  is  to  be  supposed, 
a  poet  with  a  woorlen  leg,  or  any  other  bodily  intirmiiy, 
would  never  have  started. 
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Here  Woodfall — there  the  kecD-ey'd  Scott  appears, 
And  8ay^  (oh,  wonderful !)  with  both  his  ears. 
Morley  the  meagre,  with  Moran  the  fat, 
And  Flexney  ^  with  a  favour  in  his  hat. 
WiUiams  and  Kearsley  ^  now  afresh  begin 
To  curse  the  cruel  walls  that  held  "em  in. 
In  rage  around  his  shop  poor  Owen  ^  flies, 
Damning  the  Chevalier  who  clos'd  his  eyes; 
'  Oh  !  could  he  see,  this  day,  the  glorious  strife. 
He'd  grope  contented  all  his  future  life." — 
To  Paternoster  Row  the  tidings  reach, 
And  forth  came  Johnny  Coote  ^°  and  Dry  den  Leach ; 
Associates  in  each  cause  alike  they  share, 
Be  it  to  print  a  prayer-book  or  Voltaire. 
Thus  leagued,  how  sweet  the  friendly  pence  to  earn, 
Like  gentle  Rosencrantzand  Guildenstern  "  !  [fled, 
But  Leach  '-  where  Churchill  came  still  cautious 
Skulk'd  through  the  crowd,  and  trembled  for  his 
head. 

5  Mr.  Say's  boldness  in  asserting  any  thing,  written  in 
opposition  even  to  the  ministerial  measures,  will  render  the 
meaning  of  this  line  sufficiently  obvious  to  tiie  intelligent 
reader. 

"  Alluding  to  the  custom  of  tenants  wearing  ribbons  iu 
their  hats  when  the  Squires  horse  wins  the  plate.  Mr. 
Flexney,  our  hero's  publisher,  does  the  same,  from  strou? 
presumption  of  his  authors  success 

s  These  two  gentlemen,  at  the  time  this  poem  was  first 
published,  were  imprisoned  for  publications  that  were 
deemed  libellous. 

9  Owen  sold  books  and  mineral  waters  near  Temple-Bar. 

10  Coote  usually  published  what  Leach  printed. 

11  Two  characters  iu  Hamlet,  where  one  never  appears 
without  the  other, 

1-  From  a  circumstance  which  Mr.  Leach  has  the  best 
reason  to  remember  (as  we  ho\d  feeling  to  be  the  most  per- 
fect of  all  the  senses)  the  author  must  allow  Mr,  Churchill 
to  be  an  exception  to  the  general  rule  of  poets  being 
cowards,  who  for  most  part  are  fonder  of  laying  on  their 
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With  his  whole  length  of  body  scarce  a  span, 
Yet  aping  all  the  dignity  of  man, 
Next  Vaiilant  came,  erect  his  dwarfish  mien, 
He  perch'd  on  horseback,  that  he  might  be  seen  ; 
And  vow'd,  \*'ith  worshipful  grimace  ''  and  din  ^'^, 
Hed  back  the  peerless  bard  '^  of  Lincoln's  Inn. 

High  on  a  hill,  enthron'd  in  stately  pride, 
Appear'd  the  Goddess;  while  on  either  side 
Stood  Vice  and  Virtue,  harbingers  of  Fame, 
This  stan^ps  a  good,  and  that  an  evil  name. 
On  flowers  thick  scatter'd  o'er  the  mossy  ground, 
The  nymphs  of  Helicon  reclin'd  around  ; 
Here,  while  each  candidate  his  claim  preferr'd, 
In  silent  state  the  Goddess  sat  and  heard. 

Not  far  from  hence,  across  the  path  to  Fame, 
A  horrid  ditch  appear'd — known  by  the  name 
Of  black  Oblivion's  gulf.     In  former  days 
Here  perishd  many  a  poet  and  his  lays ; 
Close  by  the  margin  of  the  sable  flood 
Reviewers  Critical  and  Monthly  stood 
In  terrible  array,  wlio  dreadfnl  frown,  [down. 

And,  arm'd  with  clubs,  here  knock  poor  authors 
Merit,  alas  !  with  them  is  no  pretence, 
In  vain  the  pleas  of  poesy  or  sense ; 


blows  with  a  pen  than  a  cnrisel ;  though  we  mnst  confess  it 
IS  a  veiy  cruel  alternative  where  a  printer  mnst  either  sub- 
mit to  have  his  head  broke,  or  run  the  hazard  of  losiuc  his 
ears. 

'^  The  reader  is  not  to  suppose  Mr,  Vaiilant  made  faces, 
but  only  that  he  assumed  the  proper  air  and  countenance  of 
a  worshipful  magistrate. 

'^  No  inglorious  expression,  as  some  mav  imagine,  wit- 
nes^  the  diti  of  war— the  din  of  arms,  izc.  ihcrefore  proper 
to  be  employed  in  any  character  of  consequence. 

A  phrase  common  upon  the  turf,  and  consequently  very 
spphcablt  here. 
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All  ievell'd  here,  though  some  triumphant  rise, 
Shake  otf  the  dirt,  and  seek  their  native  skies. 
But,  strange !  to  Dulness  they  deny  the  crown, 
And  damn  ev"n  works  as  stupid  as  their  own ! 
Oh  !  be  this  rage  for  massacre  withstood, 
Nor  thus  imbrue  your  hands  in  brother's  blood.' 
Foremost,  the  spite  of  Hell  upon  his  face, 
Stood  the  Thersites  of  the  Critic  Race, 
Tremendous  Hamilton !  Of  ^iaut  strength, 
AVith  crab-tree  stall  full  twice  two  yards  in  length. 
Near  John  o'Groats'  '^  thatch'd  cot  its  parent  stood 
Alone  for  many  a  mile — itself  a  wood  ; 
Till  Archy  spied  it,  yet  unforni'd  and  wild, 
And  robb'd  the  mother  of  her  tallest  child. 
I'll-omen'd  birds  beheld  with  dire  affright 
Their  roost  despoil'd,  and  sickenM  at  the  sight ; 
The  ravens  croak'd,  pics  chatter'd  round  his  head. 
In  vain — he  frowu'd,  the  birds  in  terror  fied  : 
Perch'd  on  their  thistles  droop'd  the  mournful  band, 
Archy  staik'd  off,  the  crab-tree  in  his  hand. 

Close  wedg'd  behind,  in  rank  and  tile  were  seen, 
From  Glasgow,  Edinburgh,  and  Aberdeen, 
A  troop  of  Lairds  with  scraps  of  Latin  hung, 
\Yho  came  to  teach  John  Bull  his  mother  tongue. 
Poor  Jo'in  !  who  must  not  judge  whate'er  he  read. 
But  wait  for  sentence  from  these  sons  of  Tweed. 

Now  coward  Prudence,  in  the  Muse's  ear 
Whispers — '  How  darst  thou,  novice,  persevere 


'*"  The  learned  reader  will  not  be  surprised  at  this  gene- 
alogy of  the  crab-tree  stick,  beloiigin?  to  so  illustrious  a 
th'^racter  as  the  printer  of  the  Critical  Review.— It  is  com- 
liion.  and  Homer  Las  often  done  the  same,  iu  regard  to  his 
liero's  swords  and  spears,  &:c. 
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With  headlong  fury,  to  destruction  prone, 
'7  Rouse  sacred  Dulness,  yawning  on  her  throne  ? 
Thus  madly  bold,  dread'st  not  the  harpy's  claw  ? 
Thou,  scarce  a  morsel  for  so  vast  a  maw! 
Soon  shalt  thou  mourn  t!iy  ill-star'd  numbers  curst.' 
She  scorns  their  malice  ;  let  them  do  their  worst. 
Where  Phoebus  casts  not  an  auspicious  eye, 
The  sickening  numbers  of  themselves  must  die  ; 
But  where  true  genius  beams  conspicuous  forth, 
TJie  candid  few  will  justify  its  worth  ; 
Still  as  it  flows  increasing  in  its  course, 
Till  like  a  river,  with  resistless  force 
Rapid  rolls  down  the  torrent  of  applause  ; 
Then,  struck  with  fear,  each  puny  wretch  witli- 
Mcanly  disclaims  the  paths  he  lately  trod ;  [draws, 
Behes  himself,  and  humbly  licks  the  rod  '^. 
First  enter'd  in  the  list  the  laureat  bard, 

And  thus  preferr'd  his  suit : '  If  due  reward, 

Goddess  ador'd  !  to  merit  thou  assign. 
Whose  verse  so  smooth,  whose  claim  so  just  as  mine? 
To  thee  my  cause  I  trust ;  oh,  lend  me  wings,    '\ 
Show  wit  and  sack  to  be  consistent  things,  f 

And  that  he  rhymes  the  best  who  rhymes  for  C 
kings.  ) 

'"  Tbis  alludes  to  a  part  of  their  crilicismiipori  the  Race 
above  meiitioiifd,  whiieiu  ihey  observe  :  '  The  author  has 
attacked  booksellers,  printers,  and  even  Reviewers— Oh  ! 
presumption!  attack  Reviewers!  a  set  of  gentlemen  too!' 
We  acknowledge  the  justice  of  this  remark,  and  submit  to 
the  lash. 

'3  Every  ingenuous  mind  must  conceive  the  utmost  con- 
tempt for  modern  criticism,  by  looking  back  on  the  ticat- 
meut  of  the  late  Mr.  Churchill,  where  we  find  the  very 
critics,  who,  at  his  first  appearance  in  public,  would  scarce- 
ly allow  him  the  least  pretensions  to  genius,  disavowing 
their  former  proceediiiss,  and  meanlv  courting  his  friend- 
ship.   See  the  Critical  Review,  about'that  period. 
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Lnr'd  by  a  sober  honest  thirst  for  fame, 
Annstrong  appear'd  to  lay  his  lawful  claim  ; 
Armstrong'^,  whose  Muse  has  taught  the  youth  to 
The  sweet  economy  of  health  and  love.         [prove 
But,  when  he  saw  what  spleen  each  bosom  fir'd, 
Forth  from  the  field  he  modestly  retii-'d. 

Not  so  repuls'd,  nor  overaw'd  with  shame, 
Next  Hill  stood  forth,  a  darling  child  of  Fame  ; 
But,  as  to  Justice,  Fame  herself  must  bow, 
The  poets'  bays  shall  never  deck  his  brow  : 
Else  who,  like  Hill,  can  save  a  sickly  agej 
Like  him  arrest  the  hand  of  death  with  sage^°? 
But  this  the  ancients  never  knew  ^',  or  sure 
They  ne'er  had  died  while  sage  reniain'd  a  cure. 
Oh,  matchless  Hill!  if  aught  the  Muse  foresee 
Of  things  conceal'd  in  dark  futurity. 
Death's  triumph  by  thy  skill  shall  soon  be  o'er, 
Hence  dire  disease  and  pain  shall  be  no  more ; 
'Tis  thine  to  save  whole  nations  from  his  maw, 
By  some  new  tincture  of  a  barley-straw. 


'9  This  gentleman  has  obliged  the  public  with  two  poeti- 
cal pieces  ;  the  one  entitled,  The  Economy  of  '  Love  ;'  the 
other  '  Health;'  in  which  he  has  displayed  great  abilities, 
both  in  sentiment  and  diction. 

-°  It  is  impossible  to  express  the  obligations  of  the  public 
to  the  author  of  this  discovery.  We  learn  that  the  ancients 
bad  indeed  the  art  of  restoring  youth,  by  cutting  the  party 
to  pieces,  and  boiling  them  in  a  kettle  ;  but  certainly  the 
horror  of  so  dismal  a  process  (could  the  art  be  revived) 
might  deter  a  person  of  a  moderate  share  of  courage  from 
receiving  the  benelit  of  it.  But  Dr.  Hill  has  removed  the 
scruples  of  the  most  timorous,  and  has  promised  all  the  good 
etfects  of  so  dreadful  an  experiment,  in  a  discovery  both 
simple  and  palatable. 

^1  A  favourite  expression  of  Dr.  Hill's,  in  all  his  adver- 
tisements, is,  '  the  Ancients  knew  this,— the  Greeks  knew 
this '  &c. 
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He  bow'd,  and  spoke  : — '  Oh,  Goddess,  heavenly 
To  thy  own  Hill  now  show  a  mother's  care  ;  [fair ! 
If  I  go  iinrewaided  hence  away, 
What  hard  v.  ill  court  thee  on  a  future  day  ? 
Who  toils  like  me  thy  temple  to  unlock, 
By  moral  essays,  rhime,  and  water-dock? 
With  pel-severance  who  like  me  could  writo 
Inspector  on  Inspector,  night  by  night ; 
Supplying-  still,  with  unexl\austed  head. 
Till  every  reader  slumbcr'd  as  he  read? 
No  longer  then  my  lawful  claim  delay' — 
She  smil'd  '^ — Hill  simper'd,  and  went  pleas'd  away. 
Next  Dodsley  spoke  : — '  A  bookseller  and  bard 
May  sure  witii  justice  claim  the  first  regard. 
A  double  merit's  siuely  his,  that's  wont 
To  make  the  fiddle,  and  then  play  upont : — 
But  more  ;  to  prove  beyond  a  doubt  my  claim, 
Behold  the  work  on  which  I  build  my  fame  ! 
Search  every  tragic  scene  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
From  ancient  Sophocles  to  modern  Home  '^ ; 
Examine  well  the  conduct,  diction,  plan. 
And  match,  then  match  Cleone,  if  you  can. 
A  father  wretched, — husband  wretched  more, — 
A  harmless  baby  weltering  in  its  gore. 
Such  dire  distress  as  ne'er  was  seen  before  ! 
Such  sad    complaints  and  tears,  and  heartfid'J 
throes,  (^ 

Sorrows  so  wet  and  dry  '^,  such  mighty  woes,     ( 
Too  big  for  utterance  e'en  in  tragic  ohs  !'  3 

'-  As  the  reader  may  perhaps  ascertain  \vilhi:i  himself  the 
future  success  of  Dr.  Hill,  from  the  smile  of  the  aoddess  ; 
he  is  desired  to  sus|teiirt  his  judgment,  and  consider  that 
here  are  smJes  of  contempt  as  well  as  of  approbation. 

^3  Author  of  Douglas. 

'^  III  pcrusins  the  above  piece,  the  readers  may  observe 
the  different  effects  of  grief  here  uieutioned,  where  one  clia- 


\ 
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Next  Smollett  came.     What  author  dare  resist 
Historian,  critic,  bard,  and  novelist  ? 
*  To  reach  thy  temple,  honour'd  Fame,'  he  cried, 
'  ^\'here,  wheres an  avenue  I  have  not  tried ? 
But  since  the  glorious  present  of  to-day 
Is  meant  to  grace  alone  the  poet's  lay, 
My  claim  I  wave  to  every  art  beside, 
And  rest  my  plea  upon  the  Regicide  ^\ 


But  if,  to  crown  the  labours  of  my  Muse, 
Thou,  iuauspicious,  should'st  the  wreath  refuse, 
M'hoe'er  attempts  it  in  this  scribbling  age 
Shall  feel  the  Scotish  powers  of  critic-rage; 
Thus  spurn'd,  thus  disappointed  of  my  aim, 
I'll  stand  a  bugbear  in  the  road  to  Fame  ; 
Each  future  minion's  infant  hopes  undo, 
And  blast  the  budding  honours  of  his  brow.' 

He  said — and,  grown  with  future  vengeance  big, 
Grimly  he  shook  his  scientific  wig^^^ 

To  clinch  the  cause,  and  fuel  add  to  fire. 
Behind  came  Hamilton,  his  trusty  'squire. 


racter  complains  of  being  drowned  in  tears,  and  anotLer 
that  he  cannot  shed  any. 

-^  A  tragedy  written  by  Dr.  S.  and  printed  by  subscrip- 
tion, but  never  acted.  See  '  Companion  to  the  Playhouse  ;' 
where  it  is  said  to  have  been  otfered  to  the  managers  of  the 
Theatres,  but  rejected  :  a  particular  account  of  which  the 
author  has  given,  under  feigned  characters,  iji  his  adventures 
of  Roderick  Kandom. 

-'■■  The  reader  is  to  suppose  that  these  asterisks  must  cer- 
tainly mean  something  of  the  utmost  consequence.  It  is  ex- 
acUy  of  the  same  kind  with  the  blank-page  in  *  Tristram 
Shandy.' 

)7  Aanuit  et  totum  natu  tremefecit  Olympum. 

VIRGIL. 
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Aw!ille  he  paus'd,  revolving  the  disgrace, 
And  gathering  all  the  horrors  of  his  face  ; 
Then  rais'd  his  head,  and  turning  to  the  crowd. 
Burst  into  bellowing  terrible  and  loud: — 

'  Hear  my  resolve.,  and  first  by  G —  I  swear ! — 
By  Snuillett,  and  his  gods !  whoe'er  shall  dare 
With  him  this  day  for  glorious  fame  to  vie, 
Sous'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  ditch  shall  lie; 
And  know,  the  world  no  other  shall  confess, 
Whilst  1  have  crab-tree  life,  or  letter-press.' 
Scar'd  at  the  menace,  authors  fearful  grew, 
Poor  Virtue  trembled,  and  e'en  Vice  look'd  blue  *\ 

Next  Wilkes  appear'd,  vain  hoping  the  reward, 
A  glorious  patriot,  an  inglorious  bard, 
Yet  erring,  ^hot  far  wide  of  Freedom's  mark, 
And  rais'd  a  flame,  in  putting  out  a  spark  : 
Near  to  the  throne,  with  silent  step  he  came, 
To  whisper  in  lier  ear  his  filthy  claim  ; 
But  ruin  to  his  hopes !  behind  stood  near, 
With  fix'd  attention  and  a  greedy  ear, 
A  sneaking  priest,  who  heard,  and  to  the  crowd 
Blab'd,  with  most  grievous  zeal,  the  tale  aloud. 
The  peaceful  Nine,  whom  nothing  less  could  vex, 
Flew  on  the  vile  assassin  of  the  sex, 
Disown'd  all  knowledge  of  his  brutal  lays, 
And  scratch'd  the  front  intended  for  the  bays. 

Here  Johnson  comes— unbless'd  with  outward 
His  rigid  morals  stamp'd  upon  his  face,        [grace, 
While  strong  conceptions  struggle  in  his  brain, 
(For  even  wit  is  brought  to  bed  with  pain.) 

*8  As  pale  is  an  epithet  that  characlerisps  the  fear  of 
mortals,  the  author  has  made  use  of  the  Pottica  Licentia,  ia 
niakiug  ii  goUUess  turn  blue. 
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To  view  him,  porters  with  their  loads  would  rest, 
And  babes  cling  frighted  to  the  nurses'  breast: 
"SVith  looks  convuis'd,  he  roars  in  pompous  strain, 
And,  like  an  angry  lion,  shakes  his  mane. 
The  Xine,  with  terror  struck,  who  ne'er  had  seen 
Ans^ht  human  with  so  horrible  a  mien, 
Debating,  whether  they  sliould  stay  or  run — 
Virtue  steps  forth,  and  claims  him  for  her  son. 
With  gentle  speech  she  warns  him  now  to  yield, 
Nor  stain  his  glories  in  the  doubtful  field  ; 
But,  wrapt  in  conscious  worth,  content  sit  down. 
Since  Fame,  resolvd  his  various  pleas  to  crown, 
Though  forc'd  his  present  claim  to  disavow, 
Had  long  resorv'd  a  chaplet  for  his  brow. 
He  bows  :  obeys — for  Time  shall  first  expire^ 
Ere  Johnson  stay,  when  Virtue  bids  retire. 

Next  Murphy  silence  broke : — '  Oh,  Goddess  fair! 
To  v.hora  I  still  prefer  my  daily  pray'r  ; 
For  wiiose  dear  sake  I've  scratclfd  my  drowsy  head. 
And  robb'd  alike  the  livinij  and  the  dead  ;      [thin. 
Stranger  to  fear,  have  plung'd  throug'i  thick  and 
And  Fleet-ditch  virgins  drag'd  to  Lincoln's-Inn; 
Smile  on  my  hopes,  thy  favoisr  let  me  share. 
And  show  mankind  Hibernia  boasts  thy  care.' 

Here  stop'd  he,  interrupted  quick  by  Jones, 
A  poet,  rais'd  from  mortar,  brick,  and  stones: 
*■  Goddess,'  he  cries,  '  reject  his  pitch-patch  work, 
He  was  a  butter-seller's  boy  at  Cork  ^^ ; 
On  me  bestow  the  prize,  on  me,  who  came 
From  my  dear  country  in  pursuit  of  fame  : 
For  thus  advis'd  Miecenas  ^'^  (best  of  men  :) 
*'  Jones,  drop  the  trowel,  and  assume  the  pen  ; 

^^  See  the  '  Picklock,'  a  sciirrilons  poem. 
^  Philip,  Earl  of  Chesterfield,  u  hen  lord  li^uten;nit,  trans- 
planted  Jones  from  Ireland  to  England. 
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The  Muses  thrive  not  in  this  barren  soil. 

Come,  seek  with  me  fair  Albion's  happier  isle  ; 

There  shall  the  theatres  increase  thy  store. 

And  Essex  ^'  bleed  to  make  thy  pnrse  run  o'er." — 

Thus  have  I  fondly  left  the  mason's  care, 

To  build  imaginary  tow'rs  i'the'  air, 

Then  since  my  golden  hopes  have  prov'd  a  cheat, 

Oh,  give  him  Fame,  whom  Fate  forbids  to  eat  ^^; 

This,  this  at  least,  to  me  forlorn  supply, 

I'll  Hve  contented  on  a  farthing-pie.' 

Next  in  the  train  advanc'd  a  Highland  lad  ^^, 

Array'd  in  brogues  and  Galedonian  plaid, 

Surrounded  by  his  countrymen,  while  loud 

The  British  Homer  ^^  rang  through  all  the  crowd. 

Then  he  with  mickle  pride  and  uncouth  air 

His  bonnet  doft'd,  and  thus  prefer'd  his  pray'r: 

*  O  Fame  !  regard  me  with  propitious  eyes, 
Give  me  to  seize  this  long-contested  prize  ; 
In  epic  lines  I  shine  the  king  of  verse  ! 
From  torn  and  tatter'd  scraps  of  ancient  Erse, 

3'  Jones's  tragedy  of  the  Earl  of  Essex  was  produced  at 
Covent  Garden  in  1753. 

^-  It  is  a  mortification  to  which  the  professed  patrons  of 

merit  unist  ever  be  liiible,  to  have  their  benevolence  abiised 

and  their  hopes  deceived  ;— but  great  souls  have  no  limits, 

or  rather  disdain  any  ;  which  is  well  expressed  by  Voltaire,: 

Repanriez  vos  bienfaits  avec  magnificence, 

Meme  an  moins  verteceiix  ne  les  refu&ez  pas, 

Ne  vous  informez  pas  de  leur  reconnoissance, 
II  est  grand,  il  est  beau,  de  faire  des  ingrats. 
■'"  Macpherson. 

3*  There  is  indeed  an  air  of  originality,  which,  to  a  literary 
virtuoso,  renders  Fingal  worthy  of  notice.  But  I  am  afraid 
the  North  Britons  cannot  easily  be  acquitted  of  national 
partiality ;  who,  instead  of  a  bonnet  and  thistle,  which 
would  have  been  no  incompetent  reward,  have  iusisttd  on 
His  right  to  a  crowu  of  laurel. 
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'Tis  mine  a  perfect  pile  to  raise,  for  all 
Must  own  the  wondrous  structure  of  Fingal !' 
No  less  a  miracle,  than  if  a  Turk 
A  mosque  should  raise  up  of  ^losaic  work. 

Next  Mallet  came  ;  Mallet,  who  knows  each  art, 
The  ear  to  tickle,  and  to  soothe  the  heart ; 
Who  with  a  goose-quill,  like  a  magic  rod, 
Transforms  a  Scotish  peer  ^^  into  a  god. 
Oh  !  matchless  Mallet,  by  one  stroke  to  clear, 
One  lucky  stroke,  four  hundred  pounds  a  year! 
Long  round  a  court  poor  Gay  dependent  hung, 
(And  yet  most  trimly  ^^  has  the  poet  sung) 
Twice  sbc  revolving  years  vain-hoping  pass'd, 
And  unrewarded  went  away  at  last.  [strain, 

Again  dame   Prudence   checks   the  madd'ning 
And  thus  advises,  wisely,  though  in  vain  : 

'  Ah,  Spur!  enlisted  in  a  luckless  cause, 
Who  pelf  despising,  seeks  for  vain  applause, 
Thy  will  how  stubborn,  and  thy  wit  how  small. 
To  think  a  muse  can  ever  thrive  on  gall ! 
Then  timely  throw  thy  venom'd  shafts  aside, 
Choose  out  some  fool,  blown  up  with  power  and 
Be  flattery  thy  arrow,  this  thy  butt,         [pride, — 
And  praise  the  devil  for  his  cloven  foot.' 

The  counsel's  good  ; — but  how  shall  I  subscribe, 
Who  scorn  to  flatter,  and  detest  a  bribe  ? 

^  For  taking  part  with  the  Earl  of  Bute  in  some  political 
disputes,  Mallet  was  rewarded  by  the  office  (tf  Keeper  of  the 
Book  of  Entries  for  ships  in  the  port  of  London,  in  the  year 
1763. 

3^  '  He  told  me,  once  upon  a  day, 
Tiim  are  Iby  souuets,  gentle  Gay.' 

Prolog,  to  the  Sheplierd's  Week. 
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In  voice  most  weak,  in  sentiment  most  strong, 
Like  Milton,  murder'd  in  an  eunuch's  song ; 
With  honesty  no  malice  e'er  could  shame, 
With  prejudices  hunger  ne'er  could  tame  ; 
With  judgment  sometimes  warp'd,  but  oft  refin'd, 
Next  Cieland  came — the  champion  of  mankind ! 
Who  views,  contented  with  his  little  state, 
Wealth  squander'd  by  the  partial  hand  of  fate ; 
And,  whilst  dull  rogues  the  joys  of  life  partake, 
Lives,  a  preat  patriot — on  a  mutton  steak  ! 

Dreaming  of  genius,  which  he  never  had, 
Half-wit,  hatf-fool,  half-critic,  and  half-mad  ; 
Seizing,  like  Shirley,  on  the  poet's  lyre. 
With  all  the  rage,  but  not  one  spark  of  fire; 
Eager  for  slaughter,  and  resolv'd  to  tear 
From  others'  brows  that  wreath  he  must  not  wear, 
Next  Kenrick  came ;  all-furious,  and  replete 
With  brandy,  malice,  pertness,  and  conceit. 
Unskill'd  in  classic  lore,  tiirough  envy  blind 
To  all  that's  beauteous,  learned,  or  retin'd  ; 
For  faults  alone  behold  the  savage  prowl. 
With  reason's  offal  glut  his  ravening  soul; 
Pleas'd  with  his  prey,  its  inmost  blood  he  drinks, 
And  mumbles,  paws,  and  turns  it — till  it  stinks. 

Erect  he  stood,  nor  deign'd  one  bow  to  Fame, 
Then  bluntly  thus : — '  Will  Kenrick  is  my  name. 
Who  are  these  minions  crowding  to  thy  fane  ? 
Poets !  'pshaw  !  scribblers,  impotent  and  vain  ; 
The  chaplet's  mine — I  claim  it,  who  inherit 
Dennis's  rage,  and  Mil  bourne's  glorious  spirit  ^^. 


2'  Dennis  and  Milbouiue,  two  things  called  Ciitics, 
damned  to  iuimoitality  for  beiug  the  peibccutors  ofDiydeu 
ai!d  Pope. 
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Struck  with  amazement,  Fame,  who  ne'er  had  seen 
A  face  so  brazen,  and  so  pert  a  mien, 
Cahnly  replied — '  Vain -boaster,  go  tliy  way. 
And  prove  more  furious,  and  more  dnil  tnan  they.' 
Then   Brown  appear'd: — with  such  an  air  he 
mov'd, 
As  showM  him  confident  and  seh"approv"d. 
Poor,  jnjur'd,  honour'd  Pope!  the  bard  on  thee 
Has  clapp'd  a  rusty  look,  without  a  key  ^' : 
Thus,  when  enraptui'd,  we  attempt  to  rove 
Through  all  the  sweet-s  of  the  Pierian  grove, 
The  gate,  alas!  is  strongly  barr'd  :  and  all 
Tliat  taste  the  sweets  must  climb  the  rugged  wail. 

Reverent  he  bow'd,  and   thus    addre^sd    the 
throne  : 
*  One  boon,  oh!  grant  me,  and  the  day's  my  own  I 
When  the  slirill  trumpet  cails  the  rival  train 
To  scour  with  nimble  feet  tiie  dusty  plain ; 
Let  not  the  dread  professor,  Lowth,  ap;;ear, 
To  ficeze  thy  votary's  shivering  ford  with  fear, 
Tear  the  tine  form,  perhaps  of  all  I've  writ, 
And  drown  me  in  a  deluge  of  his  wit.' 

Next  Vaughan  ''^  appear'd  ^  he  sniii'd,aud  strok'd 
his  Cilia, 
And,  pleas'd  to  tiiink  his  carcass  was  so  thin. 


*'  Alluding  to  the  '  Essay  on  Satire,"  by  Dr.  Browa.  pre- 
fixed to  tlie  second  vohiuie  oi"  Popes  woiks.  \v!;!ch  tbe 
reader  of  no  discenuueiit  niigbt  tni«:ake  for  ibe  p.oductioii 
of  that  ima;or'.al  genius,  unless  he  i*  iui  ky  ebongti  to  stum- 
ble upon  the  lisle-^age.  It  bas  ofteu  bteu  a  Diaiter  of  asto- 
nishment, Low  it  came  there;  as  there  is  no  suc:j  priVilese 
iu  Mr.  Poi»e's  will,  bequeathed  lo  the  editor,  togetbci  with 
tbe  properly  of  bis  works. 

--  Vaiii{bau  was  a  friend  of  .Murphy,  and  wrote  two  farces. 
Churchill  introduces  him  in  the  Rosciad  as 

'  Vaugban  or  Dapper,  call  him  which  you  will.' 
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So  moulded  for  the  Race,  while  self-dubb'd  worth 
Beani'd  from  his  eyes,  he  hemra'd — and  thus  held 

forth : 
<  Goddess,  your  slave ; — 'tis  true  I  draw  the  quill, 
Sometimes  through  auger,  not  to  show  my  skill -^^j 
Yet  all  must  own,  spite  of  the  Bear's  4'  report, 
There's  obvious  merit  in  my  keen  retort : 
Though  Flexney  (oh  !  his  ignorance  confound  !) 
Sells  its  contents  to  grocers  by  the  pound. 
And,  deaf  to  genius,  and  its  pleas  to  fame. 

Puts  it  to  purposes unfit  to  mime. 

Then,  since  no  profit  from  the  Muse  I  draw, 
You  can't  refuse  me  praise,  and  so  your  ta —  !' 
The  goddess  laugh 'd : — and  who  could  well  contain, 
To  see  such  foplings  skip  around  her  fane?    [heart 
Next   C'hurchill  came — his    face  proclaim'd    a 
That  scorn'd  to  wear  the  smooth  address  of  art, 
Strongly  mark'd  out  that  firm  unconquer'd  soul, 
Which  nought  on  earth  could  bias  or  control. 
He  bow'd — when  all  sneer  at  his  want  of  grace  "*' 
And  uncouth  form,  ill-suited  for  the  Race  j 
While  he  contemptuous   mil'd  on  all  around. 
And  thus  address'd  her  in  a  voice  profound '♦^ : 

^°  Facit  indignatio  versusl]  Let  no  one  pretend  to  say, 
that  even  an^er  lias  not  its  good  effects,  since  we  owe  the 
iininorial  works  both  of  a  Juveiai  and  a  Vanahan  to  their 
l)eing  loused  by  a  spirit  of  resentment. 

*'  A  name  by  wluch  the  late  Mr.  Churchill  was  distin- 
guislied,  on  account  (as  we  suppose)  of  the  rough  manner 
in  which  ho  liandleci  the  gentle  bards  who  were  so  unlucky 
a.s  to  come  within  reach  of  his  poetical  paws. 

■•^  Not  spiritual  grace,  bni  grace  in  making  a  bow;  or,  if 
the  reader  must  be  let  into  the  secret,  this  may  refer  to  the 
cavils  of  the  critics  in  general,  against  the  nnharmonious- 
ness  of  his  numbers. 

■"^  Mr.  Churciiill,  as  a  scholar,  is  here  supposed  well  ac- 
quainted Avith  that  geneva!  maxim  in  oratory,  Loqiiercore 
rotunda,  which  is  here  rendered  '  a  voice  profound.' 
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*  Goddess,  these  gnatlings  move  not  me  at  all, 
I  come  by  just  decrees  to  stand  or  fall. 

When  first  the  darinjr  bard  aspires  to  sing, 
To  check  the  sallies  of  bis  iuHiiit  wing, 
Critics  not  ouly  try  (yonr  pardon.  Fame, 
To  you  a  stranger  is  the  critic's  name,) 
But  ev'ry  blockhead,  who  pretends  to  write, 
Would  damp  bis  vigour,  a'ld  retard  hs  tlnrht. 
Critics,  oh  Fame!  are  thi}i2.'s  coaiposd  between 
The  two  ingredients.  Ignorance  and  Npleen  ; 
Who,  like  the  daw,  wotiid  in;'jnion-iy  tear 
The  shining  plumes  they  see  another  wear  ; 
That,  thus  unteatlier'd  by  tiieee  wrptciied  elves, 
All  may  appear  as  naked  as  themselves. 

*  Hard  is  the  task  in  such  a  cause  to'  engage, 
With  fools  and  knaves  eternal  war  to  wage, 
By  fears  or  partial  feelings  unsubdued, 

To  hurl  defiance  at  so  vast  a  crowd ; 

To  stand  the  teizing  of  tiieh-  litiie  spleen. 

So  oft  to  clear  the  witling-crowded  scene; 

From  vice  and  folly  tear  the  foul  disguise, 

And  crush  at  once  the  Hydras  as  they  rise. 

Yet  on  I  will — nnaw'd  by  slavish  fears, 

Till  gain'd  the  glorious  caiisp,  or  lost  my  ears.' 

Next  from  the  temple  six  poetic  cubs, 
With  him  whose  humble  Muse  delights  in  shrubs  ^*, 
And  commentator  Fawkes — let  Woty  tell, 
Alone  who  sees,  how  much  he  can  excel, 
Who  wipes  all  doubts  from  sacred  texts  away, 
Clear  as  the  skies  upon  a  rnisty  day  ; 
Bard,  critic,  and  divine — witli  nptiirn'd  eyes 
Dejected  virtue  to  the  goddess  cries, 
'  What  ways  and  meaus  for  raising  the  supplies!' 

•**  The  Shrubs  of  Parnassus  were  published  in  1T60, 
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Awliile  demurring  who  should  move  the  pleas, 
Fawkes  claim'd  the  right,  trom  having  ta'en  degrees : 

*  Conibiu'd,  dear  Woty,  sure  vi'e  ne'er  can  fail, 
111  speak— do  thou  hold  up  the  cassock's  tail.' 

He  hemni'd — then  hau'd — then  bow'd,  and  thus 
began : 

*  Oh  Fame  !  propitious  view  the  friendly  plan. 
See  Law  on  Gospel  cast  a  social  lo;;k, 

And  Moses  side  with  Lyttelton  and  Coke: 
Let  not  a  partnership,  unknown  before, 
In  vain  for  favour  and  for  bays  implore  ^^ ; 
But  guide  thy  votary's  feet  across  the  plain, 
While  gentle  W'oty  bears  the  sable  train : 
And  crown'd  with  conquest,  amply  to  reward 
So  mean  an  office  in  so  great  a  bard ; 
Six  days  in  seven  I'll  the  wreath  resign, 
Only  on  Sundays  be  its  honours  mine.'         [vanc'd 
Reverent  he   bow'd  :  —  then   Bickerstaff  ^'^  ad- 
His  sing-song  Muse,  by  vast  success  enhanc'd  ; 
Who,vvhen  fairWright  ^'',  destroying  Reason's  fence, 
Inveigles  our  applause,  in  spite  of  sense, 
With  syren  voice  our  juster  rage  confounds, 
And  cloUies  sweet  nonsense  in  delusive  sounds  j 
Pertly  commends  the  judgment  of  the  town, 
And  arrogates  the  merit  as  \ih  own  ; 
Talks  of  his  taste!  how  well  each  air  was  hit ! 
While  printers  and  their  devils  praise  his  wit ; 
And,  wrapp'd  in  warm  surtout  of  self-conceit, 
Defies  the  critic's  cold,  and  poet's  heat. 


'•5  Fawkes  and  Woty  published  the  Poetical  Calendar  in 
editorial  conjiuiciion. 

■*''  Isaac  Bickerstaff,  the  writer  of  uiauy  popular  Ensll^k 
operas. 

«  Afterwards  Mrs.  Arne. 
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He  ey'd  the  rabble  round,  and  thus  began : 
*  Goddess!  I  wonder  at  the  pride  of  man ! 
Fellows,  whose  accents  never  yet  have  hung 
On  skilful  Beard's  or  Brent's  harmonious  song, 
Dare  here  approach,  who  chatter  like  a  parrot, 
But  hardly  '•  know  a  sheep's  head  from  a  cunof*^  " 
Whose  tasteless  lines  ne'er  grac'd  a  royal  stage, 
Nor  charm'd  a  tuneful  crotchet-loving  age  ! 
Prove  then,  oh  Goddess  !  to  my  labours  kind, 
And  let  the  sons  of  Dulness  lag  behind, 
While  hoity-toity,  whisky-frisky '*'',  I 
On  ballad-wings  spring  fortii  to  victory.' 

So  sure  ! — but  justice  stops  thee  in  thy  flight, 
And  damns  thy  labours  to  eternal  night, 
Brands  that  success  which  boasts  no  just  pretence 
To  genius,  judgment,  wit,  or  common  sense  ; 
But  who  for  taste  shall  dare  prescribe  the  laws, 
Or  stop  the  torrent  of  the  mob's  applause  ? 

In   thought   subUra'd,  next    Elphinston    came 
•    forth, 
And  thus  harangu'd  the  goddess  on  his  worth  : 

'  'Tis  mine,  oh  Fame !  fuU  fraught  with  Attic  lore, 
Long-lost  pronuncialion  to  restore, 
Of  letters  to  reform  each  vile  abuse, 
And  bring  the  Grecian  kappa  ='°  into  use, 
Tully  once  more  his  proper  name  shall  know, 
Restor'd  its  ancient  sound  of  ivikero. 


*s  See  Love  in  a  Village,  a  comic  opera,  printed  in  IlTQ. 

*^  A  fdvouiite  word  of  this  iuitlior.  See  Education,  a 
poem. 

50  Mr.  Elpliinst'Mi  int»inds  to  lay  before  the  piiiilic  his 
reasons  for  giving  C  a'ways  th^  sound  of  liis  Grtrcian  K. 
which  will  certainly  give  a  softness  a'd  digiiity  lo  the  ex- 
pressions of  many  oth^ir  sounds  in  our  iauguage,  as  well 
as  this  instanced  Ijy  the  author. 
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First,  from  iny  native  tongue,  'tis  mine  to'  expel 
The  superfluities  of  E  and  L, 
To'  unveil  tlie  long  conceal'd  recess  of  truth, 
And  teach  betimes  to  bend  the  pliant  youth; 
To  point  the  means  of  proper  recreation, 
And  prove  no  "  vvhetter  equals  emulation  ^^  ?" 
In  song  didactic  as  I  move  to  draw 
The  proper  rules  for  study  and  for  taw, 
In  taste  for  sacred  writings  to  refine  us, 
And  show  the  odds  'twixt  Daniel  and  Longinus  j 
To  criticise,  instruct,  and  prove,  in  metre, 
Tully's  a  perfect  blockhead  to  St.  Peter  : 
Deign  then,  oh  Fame  !  to  satisfy  my  lore, 
Who've  wrote  as  mortal  man  ne'er  wrote  before ; 
Broke  through  all  pedant  rules  of  mood  and  tense, 
And  nobly  soar'd  beyond  the  reach  of  sense. 

He  bow'd  : — then  Arne  swift  bolted  through  the 
throng, 
Renown'd  for  all  the  various  powers  of  song  : 
Sweet  as  the  Thracian's  whose  melodious  woe 
Mov'd  the  stern  tyrant  of  the  shades  below ; 
Or  that,  by  which  the  faithless  syren  charms, 
And  woos  the  sailor,  shipwreck'd  in  her  arms  : 
Soft  as  the  notes  which  Phoebus  did  employ 
To  raise  the  glories  of  ill-fated  Troy  ; 
Or  those  which  banish'd  Reason  could  recall, 
And  bring  the  Devil  capering  out  of  Saul. 

But,  not  contented  with  his  crotchet-praise, 
Lo !  he  adventures  for  the  poets  bays ! 

No  more  is  genius  rear'd  in  classic  schools. 
But  falls,  like  Fortune,  on  the  heads  of  fools  : 
Dull  dogmas,  thunder'd  from  the  pedant's  mouth, 
No  more  shall  tire  the  ear-belabour'd  youth ; 
•*'  See  his  poem  entitled  '  Education-* 
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Since  bards  now  spring  without  the  pains  of  lashing, 
Like  Arne  and  Duck,  from  fiddling  and  from 
thrashing. 

'  Oh,  Fame  !'  he  cries, '  with  kind  attention  hear 
The  cause  why  I  thy  candidate  appear. 
Ere  yet  the  outwitted  Guardian  crawl'd  to  light, 
Four  smother'd  brats  I  doom'd  to  endless  night  ^^ : 
Abash'd,  lest  any  thing  less  fair  should  prove 
Unworthy  Arne  and  thy  maternal  love. 
But  here  behold  a  babe,  to  whom  belong 
The  double  gift  of  eloquence  and  song  ; 
Who,  not  hke  other  infants  born  or  bred, 
Sprung  forth,  like  Pallas,  from  its  daddy's  head  ; 
On  me  then.  Fame,  oh!  let  thy  favours  fall, 
And  show  that  Tommy  Arne  outwits  "em  all!' 

Here  F  *  *  s  rais'd  his  head,  though  last  not  least, 
A  wanton  poet,  and  a  solemn  priest; 
By  turns  through  life  each  character  we  mark, 
A  priest  by  day,  a  poet  in  the  dark  ; 
Yet  each  at  will  the  Proteus  can  forsake, 
Now  politician,  now  commences  rake, 
Nay  worse — (if  Fame  says  true)  panders  for  love, 
And  acts  the  Mercury  to  a  lustful  Jove. 
Now  grave  he  sits,  and  checks  the'  unhallow'd  jest, 
Whilst  his  sage  precepts  cool  each  amorous  breast; 
Now  strips  the  priests  disguise,  awakes  desire, 
Tells  the  lewd  tale,  and  fans  the  dying  fire : 
All  poz'd,  despair  his  character  to  paint, 
And  wonder  how  the  devil  they  lost  the  saint ! 

Next  from  the  different  theatres  came  forth 
A  score  at  least,  of  self-sufiicient  worth ; 
Each  claims  the  chaplet,  or  protests  his  wrong, 
A  prologue  this  had  wrote,  and  that  a  song ; 

**  See  the  preface  to  tJje   '  Guardian  Outwitted.' 
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Forth  from  the  crowd  a  general  hissing  flies, 
To  see  such  triflers  arrogate  t!ie  prize ; 
But  fully  bent  this  flay  the  Goddess  came, 
To  hear  with  patience  every  coxcomb's  claim. 

Here  endless  groups  on  groups  from  every  street, 

Popes,  Shakspeares,  Johusous in  their  owu 

conceit, 
With  hopes  elate  advance,  and  ardonr  keen. 
Whom  not  one  jMnse  had  ever  heard  or  seen  ; 
Who  still  write  on,  though  hooted  and  disgrac'd, 
And  damn  the  pubhc  for  their  want  of  taste. 

Oil,  Vanity  !  whose  far-extended  sway 
Nations  confess,  and  potentates  obey, 
How  vast  thy  reign! — Say,  where,   oh!  where's 

the  man 
His  own  defects  who  boldly  dares  to  scan  ? 
Just  to  himself — Ev'n  now,  whilst  I  incline 
To  paint  the  votaries  kneeling  at  tfiy  shrine. 
Whilst  others'  follies  freely  I  impart. 
Thy  power  resistless  flutters  round  my  heart, 
Prompts  me  this  common  weakness  to  disclose, 
(IMyself  the  very  coxcomb  I  expose.) 
And,  ah!   too  partial  to  my  lays  and  me. 
My  kind — yet  cruel  friends — soon  sliall  you  see 
Tlie  culprit-muse,  whose  idle  sportive  vein 
No  views  can  bias,  and  no  fears  restrain,      [grace, 
(Thus  female  thieves,  though  threaten'd  with  dis- 
Must  still  be  fingering  dear  forbidden  lace,) 
Dragg'd  without  mercy  to  that  awful  bar 
Where  Spleen  with  Genius  holds  eternal  war; 
And  there,  her  final  ruin  to  fulfil, 
Condemnd  by  butchers,  pre-resolv'd  to  kill, 
In  vain  her  youth  shall  for  compassion  plead, 
Ev'n  for  a  syllable  the  wretch  shall  bleed  ; 
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And,  spite,  of  all  the  friendship  yon  can  show, 
Be  made  a  public  spectacle  of  woe. 
Bnt  hold,   though  sentene'd — manners!    and    be 
Derrick  appears  to  move  his  kinaly  suit,    [muie — 

'  Goddess,  I  come  not  here  for  fame  to  vie, 
(A  master  of  the  ceremonies  I.) 
Since  re-enthron'd  at  Bath  I  now  appear, 
This  day  appoint  me  to  that  station  liere  ; 
In  nicest  order  I'll  conduct  the  whole,  ^ 

All  riot  and  indecenry  contitl.  [soul !  s. 

For  know,  this  pigmy  frame  contains  a  mighty  ) 
Nay,  let  me  urj^e  a  more  important  claim, 
'Twas  I  first  gave  the  strumpets'  list  ^^  to  fame, 
Their  age,  size,  qualities,  if  brown  or  fair,       [hair. 
Whose  breath  was  sweetest,  whose  the  brightest 
Display'd  each  various  dimple,  smile,  and  frown, 
Pimp-generalissimo  to  all  the  to\vn  ! 
From  this  what  vast  advantages  accrue ! 
Thus  each  may  choose  the  maid  of  partial  hue ; 
Know  to  whose  bed  he  has  the  best  pretensions. 
And  buy  the  Venus  of  his  own  dimensions. 

'  Nor  yet  a  stranger  to  the  tuneful  Nine, 
Songs,  prologues,  and  meandering  odes  are  mine, 
Such jeux  desprit  as  best  becomes  a  king, 
A»nd  gentle  epigrams — without  a  sting. 
The  fam'd  Domitian  still  before  my  eyes. 
Who  neer  for  pastime  murder'd  aught  but  flies; 
Nay — let  my  INIuse  boast  gentler  sport  than  he, 
Since  fly  or  gnat  was  never  hurt  by  me; 
By  me,  though  seated  in  m.onarchal  state, 
And,  spile  of  Harrington  ^•*,  whose  will  is  fate.' 

^3  A  most  iufctmoiis  pamphlet,  entitled  '  Harris's  List.' 
**  The  musical  aud.vell-kiiown  Dr.  Harrington  of  Bath. 
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Here  rais'd  the  little  monarch  on  his  toe, 
And  smil'd  contempt  on  printers'  boys  below. 
He  spoke : — Tlie  goddess  thus  replied : — '  My  son, 
'Tis  time  the  bnsiness  of  the  day  were  done; 
Enjoy  what  thou  demand's! — up  yonder  tree 
Climb  expeditious,  that  the  crowd  may  see ; 
This  flag,  the  signal  to  begin,  hang  out, 
And  quell  the  tumult  of  the  rabble  rout. 

*  But  stay,  methinks,  while  round  the  field  I  gaze, 
Amid  the  various  claimants  for  tiie  bays, 
One  favourite  bard  escapes  my  notice — say, 
My  dear  Melpomene,  on  such  a  day. 
Why  is  not  thy  beloved  Slienstone  here  r' — 
The  Muse  was  silent — sob'd — and  dropt  a  tear. 
And  now  the  trumpet's  sound,  by  Fame's  command, 
Proclaims  the  hour  of  starting  is  at  hand. 
Now  round  the  goal  the  various  heroes  press, 
While  hope  and  fear  alternately  possess 
Each  anxious  breast :  in  order  here  they  rise, 
And  panting  stand  impatient  for  the  prize  : 
Scarce  can  they  wait  till  Derrick  takes  his  place, 
And  waves  the  flag,  as  signal  for  the  race. 

But,  lo! — a  crowd  upon  the  plain  appear, 
With  Descaizeau  slow-pacing  in  the  rear  ; 
Mason  and  Thompson,  Ogiivy  and  Hayes, 
And  he  whose  hand  has  pluck'd  a  sprig  of  bays 
On  Rhcetia's  barren  hills  ^^ : — onward  they  move ; 
But  now  too  late  their  various  powers  to  prove, 
Some  future  day  may  fair  occasion  yield 
To  weigh  their  several  merits  in  the  tield  : 
For  see  !  the  bards,  with  expectation  rife, 
Stand  strip'd,  and  ready  for  the  glorious  strife  : 

"  See  the  Traveller,  a  poem,  by  Goldsmith. 
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And  monarch  Derrick  would  attempt  in  vain 
Their  furious  ardour  longer  to  restrain. 
The  fJag  display'd,  promiscuous  forth  they  bound. 
And  shake  with  clattering  feet  the  powder'd  ground  ; 
Equal  in  flight  there  two  dispute  the  race, 
With  envious  strife,  and  measure  pace  for  pace. 
Straight  all  is  uproar  and  tumultuous  din; 
This  tumbles  down,  another  breaks  his  shin  ; 
That  swears  his  puffing  neighbour  stinks  of  j 
Each  jostles  each,  a  wrangling,  madding  train, 
While  loud, '  To  order,'  Derrick  calls  in  vain. 
Stuck  fast  in  mire  here  some  desponding  lay, 
And  grinning  yield  the  glories  of  the  day. 
For,  maugre  all  primeval  bards  have  sung, 
Steep  is  the  road  to  Fame,  and  clog'd  with  dung. 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  hope  now  Murphy  fiies, 
Vain  hope  !  for  Fate  the  wish'd-for  boon  denies  ^ 
Arriv'd  where  scavengers,  the  night  before, 
Had  left  their  gleanings  from  the  common  shore, 
With  head  retorted,  as  he  fearful  spied 
The  giant  Churchill  thundering  at  his  side, 
Sudden  he  tript,  and,  piteous  to  tell! 
Prone  in  the  filth  the  hapless  poet  fell.  ^^ 
*  Distanc'd,  by  G — !'  roars  out  a  rustic  'squire. 
He  must  give  out,  thus  sous'd  in  dung  and  mire.' 
Lord  March  replies,  '  I'll  hold  you  six  to  ten, 
Spit^  of  the  t — d,  he'll  rise  and  run  again.' 

*7  The  very  same  niisfortnne  happens  to  Oileau  Ajax,  in 
the  Iliad,  who  also  makes  a  speech  to  the  kitme  ettcct : 
Accursed  Fate,  the  conquest  I  foiegw, 
A  mortal  I,  a  goddess  was  niy  foe ! 
She  iirgd  her  favourite  on  the  rapid  way  ; 
And  Pallas,  not  Ulysses,  won  the  day. 

A  noble  precedent,  and  sufiicieut  for  auihorizing  solowau 
incident  in  this  poem. 

E 
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A  burst  of  laughter  echoes  all  around, 
Vvliile,  sputtering  dirt,  and  scrabbling  trom  the 
grotmd, 

*  Cease,  fools,  your  mirth,  nor  sneer  at  ray  disgrace. 
This  cursed  bog,  not  Churchill,  won  the  race  ; 
And  sure,  who  such  disasters  can  ft)resee, 

Must  be  a  greater  conjurer  than  me.' 

While  Churchill,  careless,  triumphs  in  his  fall, 
Up  to  the  gulf  his  jaded  rivals  crawl ; 
Here  some  the  watchful  harpies  on  the  shore 
Plunge  ii: — ah  !  destin'd  to  return  no  more ! — 
While  others,  wondering,  view  them  as  they  sink, 
And,  scar'd,  stand  quivering  on  the  dreadful  brink. 

Now  rous'd  the  hero,  by  the  trumpet's  sound, 
Tunis  from  his  rueful  foe,  and  stares  around; 
No  bard  he  views  behind — but  all  have  pass'd 
Him,  heedless  of  their  flight,  and  now  the  last. 
.Stung  at  the  thought,  with  double  force  he  springs, 
Rage  gives  him  strength,  and  emulation  wings : 
The  ground  regain'd — '  Stand  clear,'  he  sternly  said, 

*  Who  bars  my  passage,  ht)rror  on  his  head!' — 
Unhappy  Dapper  !  doom'd  to  meet  thy  fate, 
Why  lieard'st  thou  not  the  menace  ere  too  late  ? 
Fir'd  with  disdain,  he  spurn'd  the  witling's  breech. 
And  headlong  hurl'd  him  in  Oblivion's  ditch  ; 
Then  instant  bounding  high  with  all  his  main, 
O'erleap'd  its  utmost  bounds,  and  scour'd  along  tlie 

plain. 
Sour  critics,  frowning,  view'd  him  as  he  fled  ; 
Spite  bit  her  nails,  and  Dulness  scratch'd  her  head. 
The  gulf  once  pass'd,  no  obstacle  remains, 
Smooth  is  the  path,  midst  flower-enamell'd  plains; 
Unrival'd  now,  with  joyful  speed  he  flies. 
Performs  the  destin'd  race,  and  claims  the  prize. 
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Fame  gives  the  chaplet,  while  the  tuneful  Xiue 
The'  acknowledg'd  victor  h^il  in  notes  divine. 
Smoilet  stood  grumbiing  by  the  fatal  ditch; 
Hill  call'd  the  goddess  whore,  and  Jones  a  bitch ; 
Each  curs'd  the  partial  judgment  of  the  day, 
And,  greatly  disappointed,  sneak'd  away. 


THE  SNOW-BALL. 

A  CANTATA. 

RECITATIVE. 


x\s  Harriot,  wanton  as  the  sportive  roe, 

Was  pelting  Strephon  witii  tiie  new-fall'n  snow; 

The"  enaniour'd  youth,  who'd  long  in  vain  admir'd, 

By  eveiy  look  and  every  gesture  tir'd, 

While  round  his  head  the  harmless  bullets  fly, 

Thus  breathes  his  passion,  prefac'd  with  a  sigh. 

AIR. 

*  Cease,  my  charmer,  I  conjure  thee. 
Oh  !  cease  this  pastime  too  severe  ; 

Though  I  barn,  snow  cannot  cure  me, 
Fix'd  is  the  flame  that  rages  here. 

'  Snow  in  thy  hand  its  chiiiness  loses, 
Each  flake  converts  to  glowing  fire  : 

Whilst  thy  cold  breast  all  warmth  refuses, 
Thus  I,  by  contraries,  expire.' 

RECITATIVE. 

<  At  humble  distance  thus  to  tell  your  pain, 
What  should  you  meet  but  coldness  and  disdain?' 
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Replied  the  laughing  fair — '  Observe  the  snow, 
The  sun  retir'd,  broods  o'er  the  vale  below, 
But  vv'hen  approaching  near  he  gilds  the  day, 
It  owns  the  genial  flame  and  melts  away.' 

AIR. 

*  Whining  in  this  love-sick  strain, 
Strephon,  you  will  sigh  in  vain ; 
For  your  passion  thus  to  prove, 
Moves  my  pity,  not  my  love. 
Phoebus  points  yon  to  the  prize, 
Take  the  hint,  be  timely  wise  : 
Other  arts  perhaps  may  move, 
And  ripen  pity  into  love.' 
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ENCOMIUM  ON  LOVIBOND. 


ON  FUS  DEATH. 


BY  MISS  G . 

Ah  !  what  avails — that  once  the  Muses  crown'd 
Thy  head  with  laurels,  auJ  thv  temples  bound  ! 
That  in  that  polish'cl  mind  brij^ht  genius  shone, 
That  letter'd  Scienre  maik'd  it  for  her  own  ! 
Cold  is  that  breast  that  lireath'd  celestial  fire ! 
Mute  is  that  tongue,  acd  mute  that  tuneful  lyre! 
O  could  my  Muse  but  emulate  thy  lays, 
Immortal  numbers  should  record  thy  praise, 
Redeem  thy  virtues  from  Oblivions  sleep, 
And  o'er  thy  urn  bid  distant  a^es  weep! — 
Yet  though  no  laureat  liowers  bestrew  thy  hearse, 
Nor  pompous  sounds  exalt  the  glowing  verse, 
Sublimer  Truth  inspires  this  hiinibier  strain. 
Bids  Love  lament,  and  Friendship  here  complain: 
Bids  o'er  thy  tomb  the  Muse  her  sorrows  shed, 
And  weep  her  Genius,  number'd  with  the  dead  !  — 


THE 

TEARS 

OP 

OLD  MAY-DAY 


Led  by  the  jocund  train  of  vernal  hours 
And  vernal  airs,  uprose  the  gentle  May ; 

Bh]>hing  she  rose,  and  blushing  rose  the  flowers 
That  sprung  spontaneous  in  her  genial  ray. 

Her  locks  with  Heaven's  ambrosial  dews  were 
bright, 

And  amorous  zephyrs  fiutter'd  on  her  breast: 
With  every  shifting  gieam  of  morning  light 

The  colours  shitted  of  her  rainbow  vest. 

Imperial  ensigns  grac'd  her  smiling  form, 
A  golden  key.  and  golden  wand  she  bore ; 

This  charms  to  peace  each  sullen  eastern  Storm, 
And  that  unlocks  the  Sun.mer's  copious  store. 

Onward  in  conscious  nipjesty  she  came. 
The  grateful  honours  of  mankind  to  taste  j 

To  gather  fairest  wreaths  of  future  fame, 

And  blend  fresh  triumphs  with  her  glories  past. 

'  Written  on  the  25t;!  of  July,  i-54,  when  onr  style  or  ca- 
lendar was  rendered  coufoimable  to  the  usage  of  the  rest 
of  Europe. 
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Vain  hope  !  no  more  in  choral  bands  unite 
Her  virgin  votaries,  and  at  early  dawn, 

Sacred  to  May  and  Love's  mysterious  rite,  [lawH. 
Brush  th<^  light  dew-drops  ^  from  the  spangled 

To  her  no  more  Augusta's  ^  wealthy  pride 
Pours  the  full  tribute  from  Potosi's  mine  ; 

Nor  fresh-blown  garlands  village  maids  provide, 
A  purer  offering  at  her  rustic  shrine. 

No  more  the  Maypole's  verdant  height  aroimd 
To  valour's  games  the'  ambitious  youth  advance; 

No  merry  bells  and  tabors'  sprightlier  sound 
Wake  the  loud  carol,  and  the  sportive  dance. 

Sudden  in  pensive  sadness  droop'd  her  head, 
Faint  on  her  cheeks  the  blushing  crimson  dy'd — 

*  O!  chaste  victorious  triumphs,  whiiher  fled? 

My  maiden  honours,  whither  gone  r'  she  cried. 

*  Ah!  once  to  fame  and  bright  dominion  born, 

The  earth  and  smiling  ocean  saw  me  rise, 
With  time  coeval  and  the  star  of  mom. 
The  first,  the  fairest  daughter  of  the  skies. 

*  Then,  when  at  Heaven's  prolific  mandate  sprung 

The  radiant  beam  of  new-created  day, 
Celestial  harps,  to  airs  of  triumph  strung, 

Hail'd  the  glad  dawn,  and  angels  call'd  me  May. 

*  Space  in  her  empty  regions  heard  the  sound. 

And  hills,  and  dales,  and  rocks,  and  vallies  rung  ; 
The  Sun  exulted  in  his  glorious  round. 

And  shouting  Planets  in  their  courses  sung. 

*  Alluding  to  the  couiitiy  custom  of  gathering  May-dew. 

3  The  plate-garlauds,  wbich  the  Londou  milk-maids  daiue 
rouuU. 
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'  For  ever  then  I  led  the  constant  year ; 

Saw  Youth,  and  Joy,  and  Love's  enchanting  wiles ; 
Saw  the  mild  Graces  i'.i  n)y  train  appear, 

And  infant  Beauty  brighten  in  my  smiles. 

'  No  Winter  frown'd.     In  sweet  embrace  allied. 
Three  sister  Seasons  dane'd  the'  eternal  green  ; 

And  Spring's  retirin^I  softness  gently  vied 

With  Autumn's  blush,  and  Summer's  lofty  mien. 

*  Too  soon,  when  man  profan'd  the  blessings  given, 

And  Vengeance  arm'd  to  blot  a  guilty  age, 
With  bright  Astrea  to  my  native  Heaven 

I  fled,  and  flying  saw  the  Deluge  rage  : 
'  Saw  bursting  clouds  eclipse  the  noontide  beams, 

While  sounding  billows  from  the  mountains  roil'd, 
With  bitter  waves  polluting  all  my  streams, 

My  nectar'd  streams,  thatflow'd  on  sands  of  gold. 

*  Then  vanish'd  many  a  sea-girt  isle  and  grove, 

Their  forests  floating  on  the  watry  plain  : 
Then,  fani'd  for  arts  and  laws  deriv'd  from  Jove, 
My  Atalantis  ^  sunk  beneath  the  main. 

'  No  longer  bloom'd  primeval  Eden's  bow'rs. 
Nor  guardian  dragons  watch'd  the'  Hesperian 
steep  : 

With  all  their  fountains,  fragrant  fruits,  and  flow'rs, 
Torn  from  the  continent  to  glut  the  deep. 

*  No  more  to  dwell  in  silvan  scenes  I  deign'd, 

Yet  oft  descending  to  the  languid  earth, 
With  quickening  powers  the  faintingmasssustaiu'd, 
And  wak'd  her  slumbering  atoms  into  birth. 

■•  See  Plato. 
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'  And  every  echo  caught  my  raptur'd  name, 

And  every  virgin  breath'd  her  amorous  vows, 
And  precious  wreaths  of  rich  immortal  tame, 

Shower'd  by  the  Muses,  crowji'd  my  lofty  brows. 

*  But  chief  in  Europe,  and  in  Europe's  pride, 

My  Albion's  fav  our'd  realms,  I  rose  ador'd ; 

And  pour'd  my  wealth,  to  other  climes  denied, 

From  Amalthea's  horn  with  plenty  stor'd. 

*  Ah  me !  for  now  a  younger  Rival  claims 

Rly  ravisii'd  honours,  and  to  her  belong 
My  choral  dances  and  victorious  games, 
To  her  my  garlands  and  triumphal  song. 

*  O  say  what  yet  untasted  bounties  flow, 

What  purer  joys  await  her  gentler  reign? 
Do  lilies  fairer,  violets  sweeter  blow  ? 
And  warbles  Philomel  a  softer  strain  ? 

*  Do  morning  suns  in  ruddier  glory  rise? 

Does  evening  tan  her  with  serener  gales  ? 
Do  clouds  drop  fatness  from  the  wealthier  skies, 

Or  wantons  plenty  in  her  happier  vales  ? 
'  Ah  !  no :  the  blunted  beams  of  dawning  light 

Skirt  the  pale  orient  with  uncertain  day  j 
And  Cynthia,  riding  on  the  car  of  night. 

Through  clouds  embattled  faintly  wins  her  vjay. 

*  Pale,  immature,  the  blighted  verdure  springs, 

Nor  mounting  juices  feed  the  swelling  flow'rj 
Mute  all  the  groves,  nor  Philomela  siags 
When  Silence  listens  at  the  midnight  hour. 

*  Nor  wonder,  man,  that  Nature's  bashful  face. 

And  opening  charms,  her  rude  embraces  fear: 
Is  she  not  sprung  of  April's  wayward  race. 
The  sickly  daughter  of  the'  unripeu'd  year  ? 
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'  With  sbowers  and  sunshine  in  her  fickle  eyes, 
With    hollow  smiles    proclaiming    treacherous 
peace ; 

With  blushes,  harbouring  in  their  thin  disguise, 
The  blast  that  riots  on  the  Spring's  increase. 

'  Is  this  the  fair  invested  with  my  spoil 

By  Europe's  laws,  and  Senates'  stern  command  ^  ? 

Ungenerous  Europe,  let  me  fly  thy  soil, 
And  waft  ray  treasures  to  a  grateful  laud  : 

'  Again  revive  on  Asia's  drooping  shore, 

My  Daphne's  groves,  or  Lycia's  ancient  plain  ; 

Again  to  Afric's  sultry  sands  restore 

Embowering  shades, and  Lybian  Amnion's  fane: 

*  Or  haste  to  northern  Zerabla's  savage  coast, 

There  hush  to  silence  elemental  strife  ; 
Brood  o'er  the  region  of  eternal  frost. 

And  swell  her  barren  womb  with  heat  and  life  : 

*  Then  Britain' — Here  sheceas'd.  Indignant  grief, 

And  parting  paugs,  her  faultering  tongue  sup- 
press'd : 
Veil'd  in  an  amber  cloud  she  sought  relief, 
And  tears  and  silent  anguish  told  the  rest. 

^  The  alteration  of  style  was  enforced  by  act  of  parlia- 
ment. 
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VERSES 


tVRITTEN  AFTER  PASSING   THROUGH    FINDO.V, 

SUSSEX,  176B. 

ADDRESSED  TO   THE   REV.   MR.    WOODDESON,    «)F    KINGSTON 
UPON   THAMES  '. 

WooDDESON !  these  eyes  have  seen  thy  natal  earth, 
Thy  Fhidon^,  sloping  from  the  southern  downs} 

Have  bless'd  the  roof  ennobled  by  tliy  birth, 
And  tufted  valley,  where  no  ocean  frowns. 

Thou  wert  not  born  to  plough  the  neighbouring 
main, 

Or  plant  thy  greatness  near  Ambition's  throne, 
Or  count  unnumber'd  tleeces  on  thy  plain  : 

— The  Muses  lov'd  and  nnrsd  tliee  for  their  own ! 

And  twin'd  thy  temples  herewith  wreaths  of  worth. 
And  fenc'd  thy  childhood  from  the  blights  of 
morn, 

And  taught  enchanting  song,  and  sent  thee  forth 
To  stretch  the  blessing  to  an  age  unborn  : 

'  The  author  of  these  poems  had  been  educated  under 
this  gentleman,  tor  whom  he  ever  retained  the  most  nrt'cc- 
tionate  regard.  Mr.  Wooddeson  was  one  of  those  amiable 
Iteiiigs  whom  none  could  know  without  loving  To  the  abi- 
lities of  an  excellent  scholar  was  nnited  a  mind  so  candid, 
so  patient,  so  replete  with  universal  benevolence,  that  il 
glowed  ill  every  action.  His  life  was  an  honour  to  himself, 
to  religion,  to  human  nature.  He  preserved  to  his  death 
such  a  simplicity  of  manners  as  is  rarelv  to  be  m^^t  with. 
He  judged  of  the  world  ijy  the  standard  of  his  own  virtuous 
lieart ;  and  few  men  who  had  seen  such  length  of  days  ever 
left  it  so  little  acquainted  with  it. 

■^  Findon  is  a  village  on  the  side  of  the  Sonll:  Downs., 
Sussex. 
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Best  blessing ! — what  is  Pride's  iinwieidy  state  ? 

What  awkward  wealth  from  Indian  oceans  given: 
What  mouarchs  nodding  under  empires'  weight, 

If  Science  smile  not  with  a  ray  from  Heaven? 

Witness  yon  ruins,  Anmdel's  high  tower, 

And  Bramber,  now  the  bird  of  night's  resort ! 

Your  proud  possessors  reign'd  in  barbarous  power; 
The  war  their  business,  and  the  chase  their  sport; 

Till  there  a  minstrel,  to  the  feast  prefer'd. 

With  Cambrian  harp,  in  gothic  numbers  charm'd, 

Enlighten'd  chiefs  grew  virtuous  as  they  heard — 
— The  Sun  of  Science  in  its  morning  wann'd. — 

How  glorious,  when  it  blaz'd  in  Milton's  light. 
And  Shakspeare's  flame,  to  full  meridian  day  ! 

Yet  smile,  fair  beam!   though  sloping  from  that 
height, 
Gild  our  mild  evening  with  a  setting  ray. 


DEDICATION  OF  JULIA'S'  LETTER. 

TO  THE  REV.  MR.  WOODDESON,  OF  KINGSTON  UPON 
THAMES,  AND   THE  LADIES  OF    HIS  NEIGHEOUR- 


O  THOU  who  sit'st  in  academic  schools, 
Less  teaching  than  inspiring  ancient  art, 

Thy  own  example  nobler  than  your  rules, 
Thv  blameless  life,  best  lesson  for  the  heart. 


Julia  was  the  new  Eloise  of  Rousseau. 
F 
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And  ye,  who  dwell  in  peaceful  groves  around, 
Whose  voice,  whose  verse  eucliants,  harmonious 
Maids  I 

Who  mix  the  lyre  with  harps  of  Cambrian  sound  ; 
A  mournful  JMuse,  ah!  shelter  in  your  shades! 

Nor  you  she  rivals  nor  such  magic  strain 
As  rescued  Eloise  from  obhvion's  sleep  ; 

Enouah,  if  one,  the  meekest  of  your  train, 

♦  Poor  Julial'  cries, — and  turns  aside  to  weep ! — 


JVLU'S  PRINTED  LETTER. 

TO  LORD . 

— *  And  darst  thou  then,  insulting  lord,  demand 
A  friendly  answer  from  this  trembling  hand  ? 
Perish  the  thought !  shall  this  unguarded  pen 
8till  trust  its  frailties  with  the  frauds  of  men  ? 
To  one,  and  one  alone,  again  impart 
The  soft  etfusions  of  a  melting  heart !— - 
No  more  thy  lips  my  tender  page  shall  stain, 
And  print  false  kisses,  dreamt  sincere  in  vain  ; 
No  more  thy  eyes  with  sweet  surprise  pursue 
Love's  secret  mysteries,  there  unveil'd  to  you. 
Demand's!  thou  still  an  answer  r — let  it  be 
An  answer  worthy  vengeance,  worthy  me ! — 
Hear  it  in  public  characters  relate 
An  ill-starrd  passion,  and  capricious  fate  ! 
Yes,  public  let  it  stand  ; — to  warn  the  Maid 
From  her  that  fell,  less  N-anquish'd  than  betray 'd 
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Guiltless,  yet  doonVd  with  guilty  pangs  to  groan, 
And  expiate  other's  treasons,  not  her  own : 
A  race  of  shame  in  Honour's  paths  to  run, 
Still  Virtue's  follower,  yet  by  Vice  undone; 
Such  free  complaint  to  injnr'd  love  belongs, 
Yes,  tyrant,  read,  and  know  me  by  my  wrongs ; 
Know  thy  own  treacheries,  bard  to  general  view. 
Yes,  traitor,  read,  and  reading  tremble  too  ! 

'  What  Vice  would  perpetrate  and  Fraud  disguise, 
I  come  to  blaze  it  to  a  nation's  eyes ; 
I  come — ah  !  wretch,  thy  swelling  rage  control, 
Was  he  not  once  the  idol  of  thy  soul? — 
True, —  by  his  guilt  thy  tortur'd  bosom  bleeds, 
Yet  spare  his  blushes,  for  'tis  Love  that  pleads  ! — 
Respecting  him,  respect  thy  infant  tlame, 
Proclaim  the  treason,  hide  the  traitor's  name ! — 
Enough  to  honour,  and  revenge  be  giv'n, 
This  truth  reserve  for  conscience,  and  for  Heav'n ! — 
'  Talk'st  thou,  ingrate,  of  Friendship's  holy  pow'rs? 
What  binds  the  tiger  and  the  lamb,  he  ours  ! 
This  cold,  this  frozen  bosom,  can'st  tiiou  dream, 
Senseless  to  love,  will  soften  to  esteem? 
What  means  thy  proffer'd  friendship  ? — but  to  prove 
Thou  wilt  not  hate  her,  whom  thou  can'st  not  love — 
Remember  thee! — repeat  that  sound  again! — 
My  heart  applauding  echoes  to  the  strain ; 
Yes,  till  this  heart  forgets  to  beat,  and  grieve, 
Live  there  thy  image — but  detested  live  ! — 
Still  swell  my  rage — uncheck'd  by  time,  or  fate, 
Nor  waken  memory  but  to  kindle  hate! — 

*  Enter  thy  treacherous  bosom,  enter  deep. 
Hear  Conscience    call,  while   lettering  passions 
sleep ! — 
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Impartial  search,  and  tell  thy  boasted  claim 
To  Love's  indulgence  and  to  virtuous  Fame ! 
Where  harbour  Honour,  Justice,  Faith,  and  Tnitfe, 
Bright  forms,  whose  da?zling  semblance  caught  my 

youth. 
How  could  I  doubt  what  fairest  seem'd  and  best, 
Should  build  its  mansion  in  a  noble  breast? 
How  doubt  such  generous  virtues  lodg'd  in  thine 
That  felt  them  glowing,  tender  maid,  in  mine  ? 
Boast  not  of  trophies  from  my  fall  achiev'd, 
Boast  not,  deceiver,  in  this  soul  deceiv'd  ; 
Easy  the  traitor  saps  an  open  heart. 
Artless  itself,  and  unsuspecting  art: 
Not  by  superior  wiles,  successful  proves, 
But  fond  credulity  in  her  that  loves. — 

*  Blush,  shameless  grandeur,  blush! — shall  Bri- 
tain's peer. 
Daring  all  crimes,  not  dare  to  be  sincere? — 
His  fraud  in  Virtue's  fairest  likeness  paint, 
And  hide  his  nobleness  in  base  constraint. 
What  charms  were  mine  to  tempt  thy  guilty  fires  ! 
What  wealth,  what  honours,  from  illustrious  sires  ! 
Can  Virtue's  simple  spoils  adorn  thy  race? 
Shall  annals  mark  a  village-maid's  disgrace  ? 
Ev'n  the  sad  secret,  to  thyself  confin'd, 
Sleeps,  nor  thou  dar'st  divulge  it  to  mankind  : 
When  bursting  tears  my  inward  anguish  speak. 
When   paleness  spreads   ray   sometimes  flushing 

cheek. 
When  my  frame  trembles  with  convulsive  strife, 
And  spirits  flutter  on  the  verge  of  life, 
When  to  my  heart  the  ebbing  pulse  is  drivn, 
And  eyes  throw  faint  accusing  beams  to  Heav'n, 
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Still  from  the  world  those  sw8lliD2:  sighs  siippress'd, 
Those  sorrows  streaming  in  one  faithful  breast  j 
Explain  to  her,  from  others  hide  my  care, 
Thought  Nature's  weakness,  and  not  Love's  despair, 
The  sprightly  youth  in  gloomy  languor  pine. 
My  portion  misery,  yet  not  triumph  thine — 
Ah  !  whence  derives  thy  sex  its  barbarous  pow'rs 
To  spoil  the  sweetness  of  our  virgin  hours? 
^\^3y  leave  me  not,  where  first  I  met  your  eye, 
A  simple  tlower  to  bloom  in  shades,  and  die  ? — 
Where  sprightly  Mora  on  downy  pinions  rose, 
And  Evening  lull'il  me  to  a  deep  repose  ? 
Sharing  pure  joys,  at  least  divine  content, 
The  choicest  treasure  for  m^re  mortals  meant. 
Ah  !  wherefore  poisoning  moments  sweet  as  tliese, 
Essay  on  me  thy  fatal  arts  to  ple«se  ? 
Destin'd,  if  prosperous,  for  sublimer  charms, 
To  court  proud  wealth  and  greatness  to  thy  arms ! 
How  m.any  a  brighter,  many  a  fairer  dame. 
Fond  of  her  prize,  had  fann'd  thy  tickle  tianie  ? 
With  livelier  moments  sootlfd  thy  vacant  mind! 
Easy  possess'd  thee,  easy  too  resign'd — 
Chang'd  but  her  object,  Passion's  wiUing  slave, 
Nor  feit  a  wound  to  fester  to  the  grave — 
Oh  !  had  I,  conscious  of  thy  fierce  desires, 
But  half  cousendng,  shar'd  contagious  tires, 
But  half  reluctant;  heard  thy  vows  explain'd, 
This  vanquish'd  heart  had  sufferd,  not  complain'd — ■ 
But  ah  I  with  tears  and  crowded  sighs  to  sue 
False  Passions  dress  in  colours  meant  for  true; 
ArttuI  assume  Confusion's  sweet  disguise. 
Meet  my  coy  virtues  with  dejected  eyes, 
Steal  their  sweet  language  that  no  words  impart, 
And  give  me  back  an  image  of  my  lieartj 


18         JULIA'S  PRINTED  LETTER. 

This,  this  was  treachery,  fated  best  to  share 
Hate  from  my  bosom,  and  from  thine  despair — 
Yet  unrelenting  still  the  tyrant  cries, 
Heedless  of  Pity's  voice  and  Beauty's  sighs, 
*'  That  pious  frauds  the  wisest,  best,  approve, 
And  Heaven  but  smiles  at  perjuries  in  love." — 

*  No — 'tis  the  villain's  plea,  his  poor  pretence 
To  seize  a  trembling  prey,  tliat  wants  defence. 

*  No — 'tis  the  ba«e  sensation  cowards  feel ; 
The  wretch  that  trembles  at  the  brave  man's  steel, 
Fierce  and  undaunted  to  a  sex  appears, 

That  breathes  its  vengeance  but  in  sighs  and  tears  j 
That  helpless  sex,  by  Nature's  voice  address'd 
To  lean  its  weakness  on  your  firmer  breast, 
Protection  pleads  in  vain — the'  ungenerous  slave 
Insults  tlie  virtue  he  was  horn  to  save. — 

'  What !  shall  the  lightest  promise  lips  can  feign, 
Bind  man  to  man  in  Honour's  sacred  chain  ? 
And  oaths  to  us  not  sanctify  the'  accord, 
Not  Heaven  attested,  and  Heaven's  awful  Lord? 
Why  various  laws  for  beings  form'd  the  same? 
Equal  from  one  indulgent  hand  we  came, 
For  mutual  bliss  that  each  assign'd  its  place, 
With  manly  vigour  tempering  female  grace, 
Depriv'd  our  gentler  intercourse,  explain 
Your  solitary  pleasures  sullen  reign  ; 
What  tender  joys  sit  brooding  o'er  your  store, 
How  sweet  Ambition's  slumbers  gorg'd  with  gore! 
'Tis  our's  the'  unsocial  passions  to  control. 
Pour  the  glad  balm  that  heals  the  wounded  soul ; 
From    Wealth,    from     Power's    delusive,    restless 
To  lure  your  fancy  to  diviner  themes. —     [dreams, 
Confess  at  length  your  fauv-ied  ritihts  you  draw 
From  force  superior,  and  not  Nature's  law  ; 
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Yet  know,  by  us  those  boasted  arms  prevail, 
By  native  gentleness,  not  man  we  tail ; 
Witli  brave  revenge  a  tyrant's  blood  to  spill, 
Possessing  all  the  power — we  want  the  will. 

*  Still  if  you  glory  in  t!:e  lion's  force, 
Come,  nobly  emulate  that  lion's  course ! 
From  guarded  herds  he  vindicates  his  prey, 
Not  lurks  in  tVaudful  thickets  from  the  day  ; 
While  man,  with  snares  to  cheat,  with  wiles  perplex? 
Weakens,  already  weak,  too  soft  a  sex  ; 

In  laws,  in  customs,  fasliion's  fetters  binds, 
Relaxes  all  the  nerves  that  brace  our  minds, 
Then,  lordly  savage,  rends  the  captive  heart 
First  gain'd  by  treachery,  then  tam'd  by  art. — 

*  Are  these  reflections  t!ien  that  Love  inspires? 
Is  bitter  grief  the  fruit  of  fair  desires? 

From  whose  example  could  I  dream  to  find 
A  claim  to  curse,  perhaps  to  wrong  mankind  ? 
Ah  !  long  I  strove  to  burst  the'  enchanting  tie, 
And  form'd  resolves,  that  ev'n  in  forming  die  ; 
Too  long  I  linger'd  on  the  shipwreck'd  coast, 
And  eyed  the  ocean  where  my  wealth  was  lost! 
In  silence  wept,  scarce  venturing  to  complain, 
Still  to  my  heart  dissembled  half  my  pain  — 
Ascrib'd  my  sufferings  to  its  fears,  not  you  ; 
Beheld  you  treacherous,  and  then  wishd  you  true  j 
Sooth'd  by  those  wishes,  by  myself  deceiv'd, 
I  fondly  hop'd,  and  what  I  hop'd,  believd. — 
Ciuel!  to  whom?  \\\  !  wiiither  should  i  fiee, 
Friends,  fortune,  fame,  deserted  all  for  thee  ! 
On  whom  but  you  my  fainting  breast  repose  ? 
M'^ith  whom  but  you  deposit  all  its  woes? — 
To  whom  but  you  explain  its  stitied  groan  ? 
And  live  for  whom?  but  Love  and  vou  alone? 
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What  hand  to  probe  my  bleeding  heart  be  found  ? 
What  iiand  to  heal  ? — but  his  that  gave  the  wound?— 

O  dreadful  chaos  of  the  luin'd  nfmd! 
Lost  to  itself,  to  virtue,  hunjankind  ! 
From  earth,  from  heaven,  a  meteor  flaming  wide, 
Link'd  to  no  system,  to  no  world  allied  ; 
A  blank  of  Nature,  vanish'd  every  thought 
That  Nature,  Reason,  that  Experience  taught, 
Past,  present,  future  trace,  ahke  destroy'd, 
Where  Love  alone  can  fill  the  mighty  void : 
That  Love  on  unreturning  pinions  flown, 
We  grasp  a  shade,  the  noble  substance  gone — 
From  one  ador'd  and  once  adoring  dream 
Of  Friendship's  tenderness — ev'n  oolu  esteem 
(Humble  our  vows)  rejected  with  disdam, 
Ask  a  last  conference,  but  a  parting  strain, 
More  suppliant  still,  the  wretched  suit  advance, 
Piead  for  a  look,  a  momentary  glance, 
A  latter  token — on  Destruction  s  brink 
We  catch  the  feeble  plank  of  Hope,  and  sink. — 

*  In  those  dread  monients,\\  hen  the  iiovenng  flame 
Scarce  languish'd  into  lite,  again  you  came, 
Pursued  again  a  too  successful  theme, 

And  dried  my  eyes,  with  your's  again  to  stream  ; 
When  treacherous  tears  your  venial  faults  confess'd, 
And  half  dissembled,  half  excus'd  the  rest. 
To  kindred  gricts  taught  pity  from  my  own, 
Sigixs  I  relurc'd,  and  echo'd  groan  for  groan  ; 
Your  self-reproaches  stilling  mine,  approv'd, 
And  much  I  credited,  for  much  I  lov'd. 

*  Not  long  the  soul  this  doubtful  dream  prolongs, 
If  prompt  to  pardon,  not  forget  its  wrongs. 

It  scorns  the  traitor,  and  with  conscious  pride 
Scorns  a  base  self,  desertmg  to  his  side : 
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Great  by  misfortune,  greater  by  despair, 
Its  Heaven  once  lost,  rejects  an  hunibler  care, 
To  drink,  the  drea;s  of  languid  joys  disdains, 
And  dies  a  passion  but  perceiv'd  tloni  pains  j 
Too  just  tiie  righii  anoi^her  claims  to  steal, 
Too  good  its  feelings  to  wish  Virtue  feel, 
Perhaps  too  tender  or  too  fierce,  my  soul 
Disclaiming  half  the  heart,  demands  the  whole.—* 

I  biarae  thee  not,  tliut,  hckle  as  I'ly  race, 
New  loves  invite  thee,  and  the  o'd  efface, 
That  cold,  insensible,  thy  soul  appears 
To  Virtue's  smiles,  to  Virtue's  vei  >  tears ; 
But  ah  !  a  heart  whose  tendemoss  you  knew. 
That  offer'd  Heaven,  but  second  vows  to  you, 
In  fond  presumption  that  securely  play'd, 
Securely  slumber'd  in  your  fiiendly  shade, 
Whose  every  weakness,  every  sigh  to  share. 
The  powei's   that  haunt  the  petjur'd,  heard  you 
M'as  this  a  heart  you  wantonly  resisn  d       [swear ; 
Victim  to  scorn,  to  ruin,  aijJ  mankind? 
AFas  this  an  htart? — O  shame  of  honour,  truth, 
Of  blushing  candour,  and  ingenuous  youth  ! 
What  means  thy  pity  ?  what  csn  it  restorer* 
The  grave  that  yawns  till  general  doom's  no  more, 
As  soon  shall  quicken,  as  ray  torments  cease, 
Rock'd  on  tlie  lap  of  Innocence  and  Peace, 
As  smiles  and  joy  this  pensive  brow  invade, 
And  smooth  t'le  traces  by  Aiiiiction  made, 
Flames  once  extinguish  d  Virtue's  lamp  divine, 
And  visits  Honour,  a  deserted  shrine  ! 
No,  \\Tetch,  too  long  on  Passion's  ocean  tost, 
Not  Heaven  itself  restores  the  good  you  lost ; 
The  form  exists  not  tiiat  thy  fancy  dreamd, 
A  Fiend  pursues  thee  that  an  Angel  seem'd; 
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Impassive  to  the  toncli  of  Reason's  ray 
His  fairy  phantom  melts  in  clouds  away  ; 
Yet  take  my  pardon  in  my  last  fire  well, 
The  wounds  you  gave,  ah  cruel !  never  feel ! 
Fated  like  me  to  court  and  curse  thy  fate, 
To  blend  in  dreauful  union  Love  and  Hate  ; 
Chiding  the  present  moment's  sUimbehng  haste, 
To  dread  tiie  future,  and  deplore  the  past; 
Like  me  condemn  the'  effect,  the  cause  approve, 
Renounce  the  lover,  and  retain  the  love. 
Yes,  Love — even  now  in  tliis  ill-fated  hour, 
An  exile  from  thy  joys,  I  i^^el  thy  pow'r. 
The  Sun  to  me  his  noontide  blaze  that  shrouds 
In  browner  horrors  than  when  veil'd  in  clouds; 
The  Moon,  faint  lii;"t  that  melancholy  throws, 
The  streams  t,jat  murmur,  yet  not  court  repose  ; 
The  breezes  sickenitsg  witii  my  mind's  disease, 
And  Vdliies  iaugiiinj;  to  all  eyes  but  these, 
Proclaim  tliy  absence,  Love,  wliose  beam  alone 
Ligiited  my  morn  With  glories  not  its  own. 
O  thou  of  generous  passiojis  purest,  best! 
Soon  as  thy  flaine  shot  raptme  to  my  breast, 
Each  pulse  expanding,  trembled  willi  delight, 
And  ach.og  vision  drank  thy  iovely  light ; 
A  new  creation  bn..:htend  to  my  view, 
Nursd  m  ti.y  smiles  the  >ocjdi  passions  grew  ; 
New  strung,  the  thrilling  nerves  harmonious  rose, 
And  beat  sweet  unison  to  others'  woes ; 
Slumbering  no  more,  a  Lethe's  lazy  Hood, 
In  generous  currents  swell  d  the  soiightly  blood, 
No  longer  now  to  partial  streams  conlin'd. 
Spread  like  an  ocean,  aid  embrac'd  mankind  ; 
No  more  concentering  in  itself  the  blaze, 
The  soul  diffus'd  Benevolence's  rays, 
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Kindled  on  earth,  pursued  the'  ethereal  road, 
In  hillo'vd  tlames  ascended  to  its  God. — 

'  Yes,  Love,  thy  star  of  generous  inHneuce  cheers 
Our  gloomy  dwelhng  in  this  vale  of  tears. 
What?  if  a  tyrant's  blasting  hand  destroys  , 
Thy  swelling  blossoms  of  expected  joys, 
Converts  to  poison  what  for  life  was  given, 
Thy  manna  dropping  from  its  native  Heaven, 
Still  Love  victorious  triumphs,  still  confessed 
The  noblest  transport  that  can  warm  the  breast ; 
Yes,  traitor,  yes  ;  my  heart,  to  Nature  true. 
Adores  the  passion,  and  detests  but  you. 


TO  3IRS.  B- 


READIXG  JULIA  WITH  TEARS,  DURING  A  HARD 
FROST. 

What,  though  descending  as  the  dews  of  morn, 
On  misery's  sighs  your  tear  of  virtue  waits  j 

Torget  the  fallen  Julia  !  you  were  born 

For  heart-expanding  joys  and  smiling  fates. 

To  soothe  with  social  pleasures  human  cares, 
To  call  the  Muse  to  Hiames's  frozen  glades, 

To  wake  the  slumbering  Spring  with  vernal  airs, 
And  plant  an  Eden  in  December's  shades  ; 

To  deck,  hke  Eve  *,  with  soft  officious  haste, 
Your  banquet,  worthiest  of  her  angel-guest; 

Amid  the  flowers  that  crown  the  fair  repast 
A  flower  yourself,  the  fairest  of  the  feast. 

'  See  Milton's  Paradise  Lost,  book  v.  from  line  303. 
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There  the  great  Giver  for  his  bounties  given, 
Your  grateful  consort  blessing,  blesses  too 

The  sweet  dispenser  of  the  gifts  of  Heaven, 
In  wondei-'s  silent  prayer  he  blesses  yon  : 

Your  infants  there  reflecting  round  the  board, 
M\ternal  graces  while  his  eye  approves ; 

One  tear  to  rapture  give ! — then  sit  ador'd 
The  gentle  mother  of  the  Smiles  and  Loves. 


ON  CO>!VERTING  THE 

LATE  MR.  WOODDESON'S  HOUSEy 

AT  KINGSTON,  INTO  A  POOR-HOUSE,  AND  CUTTING 
DOWN  THE  GREAT  WALK  OF  HIGH  TREES  BE- 
FORE IT. 

Where  the  broad  path-way  fronts  yon  ancient  seat, 
Apuroach  not,  stranger,  with  unhallow'd  feet. 
Nor  mock  the  spot,  unshelter'd  now,  and  bare! 
The  grove's  old  honours  rose  majestic  there : 
Its  giant  arms  extending  to  defend 
Thy  reverend  templrs.  man  s  and  virtue's  friend! 
Secure  thy  walk,  that  unpierc'd  glo<^m  along. 
No  storm  approach'd  to  silence  Hnmei-'s  song; 
No  beam  to  wound  thy  Heaven-duected  eye  : 
The  world's  near  tu?nult  swept  unheeded  by. 
Now,  low  as  thine,  the-e  towering  heads  are  laid, 
Nor  more  embower  the  mansion  in  their  shade  ; 
Time-honour'd  pile  !  that,  owning  thee  its  lord, 
Saw  ancient  manners,  ancient  faith,  restor'd ; 
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In  renovated  youth  beheld  again 
Satnrnian  days,  the  good  Ehza's  reign. 
With  thee  too  sheltering  many  an  angel-giiest, 
For  what,  but  Heaven,  serener  than  thy  breast? — 
Bless'd  mansion  then.  Simplicity's  abode, 
V/here  smiling  Innocence  look'd  up  to  God; 
Where  Nature's  genuine  graces  ciiarm'd  the  heart, 
Or  Nature,  polish'd  but  by  classic  art.         [beams, 
There    Fancy,    war.m'd    with    briglitest,  chastest 
Tlie  saint's  high  rapture,  and  the  poet's  dreams, 
While  Virtue  left,  delighting  there  to  dwell. 
The  pensive  mountain,  and  the  heimit's  cell. — 
Tiif^re  the  good  teacher  held  by  turns  to  youth 
The  blaze  of  fiction  and  pure  light  of  truth, 
Who,  less  by  precept  than  example  fir'd, 
Giow'd  as  he  taught,  inspiring  and  inspir'd. 

Nor  think,  gay  revellers,  tins  awful  roof 
Echoed  no  sounds  but  Wisdom's  harsh  reproof; 
The  social  board,  attendant  Mirth,  was  there, 
The  smile  unconscious  of  to-morrow's  care, 
With  every  tranquil  joy  of  v^edded  life, 
The  gracious  children,  and  the  faithful  wife. 
In  dance,  in  song,  in  harmless  sports  approv'd, 
There  youth  has  froiic'd,  there  soft  maids  have  lov'd. 
There  one,  distinguish'd  one — not  sweeter  blows 
In  simpler  ornament  attir'd,  the  rose, 
The  rose  she  cuil'd  to  deck  tlie  nuptial  bower, 
Herself  as  fair — a  transitory  flower. — 

Thus  a  short  hour — and  woods  and  turrets  fall } 
The  good,  the  gi'eat,  the  beauteous,  perish  all. 
Another  age  a  gayer  race  supplies, 
Less  awful  groves,  and  gaudier  villas  rise* 
See  Wisdoms  place  usurp'd  by  Folly's  sons, 
And  scoruers  sit  on  Virtue's  vacant  thrones. 
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See  neighbouring  Combe's  old  genius  quit  its  bowers, 
Not  \\'arwick's '  name  preserv'd  his  gothic  towers  j 
Nor  distant  ^  see  new  royal  domes  deride 
What  half  remains  of  Wolsey's  ancient  pride  ! 
While  yet  this  humbler  pile  survives  to  prove 
A  mansion  worthy  of  its  master's  love  : 
Like  him,  still  welcomes  to  its  liberal  door 
Whom  most  he  honour'd,  honouring  most  the  poor; 
Like  him,  the  lisping  infant's  blessing  shares, 
And  age's  giatitude  in  silent  prayers. — 
While  such  partake  the  couch,  tlie  frugal  feast, 
No  regal  chambers  boast  an  equal  guest; 
For,  gracious  Maker,  by  thy  own  decree, 
Receiving  mercy  is  receiving  Thee! — 


ON 

REhUILDING  COMBE-NEVILLE, 

NEAR  KINGSTON,  SURREY,  ONCE  THE  SEAT  OF  THE 
FAMOUS  KING-MAKING  EARL  OF  WARWICK,  AND 
LATE  IN  THE  POSSESSION  OF  THE  FAMILY  OF 
HARVEY. 

Ye  modern  domes  that  rise  elate 

O'er  yonder  prostrate  walls. 
In  vain  your  hope  to  match  the  state 

Of  Neville's  ancient  halls. 

'  Conjhe-N'eville,iiear  Kitmston,  built  by  the  kins;-making 
Earl  of  Wcirwick. 

2  The  new  apartments  at  Hampton-C»?irt,  raised  on  the 
ruins  of  part  of  VVolstys  palace. 
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Dread  mansion !  on  thy  jiothic  tower 

Were  regal  standards  rais'd  ; 
The  rose  of  York,  white  virgin  flower, 

Or  red  Lancastria's  blaz'd. 

Warwick,  high  chief,  whose  awful  word 

Or  shook,  or  tix'd  the  throne, 
Spread  here  his  hospitable  board, 

Or  ward  in  tilts  alone. 

When  Combe  her  garter'd  knights  beheld 

On  barbed  steeds  advance, 
Where  ladies  crown'd  the  tented  tield, 

And  Love  inspird  the  lance. 

Historic  heralds  here  array'd 

Fair  acts  in  gorgeous  style, 
But  heroes'  toils  were  best  repay'd 

By  bashful  Beauty's  smile. 

So  flourish'd  Combe,  and  flourish'd  long 

With  lords  of  bounteous  soul ; 
Her  walls  stili  echoed  to  the  song, 

And  Mirth  still  drain'd  her  bowl. 

And  still  her  courts  with  footsteps  meek 

The  fainting  traveller  press'd, 
Still  Misery  flush'd  her  taded  cheek 

At  Harvey's  genial  feast, — 

Lov'd  seat,  how  oft,  in  childish  ease, 

Along  thy  woods  I  strayd. 
Now  ventrons  climb'd  embowering  trees, 

Now  sported  in  their  shade. 

Along  thy  hiils  the  chase  I  led 

With  echoing  iiounds  and  horns, 
And  left  for  thr.e  my  downy  bed, 

Unplanted  yet  with  thorns. 
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Now,  lani^nid  with  the  noontide  beams, 

Explor'd  thy  '  precious  springs 
That  proudly  flow  ^,  like  Susa's  streams, 

To  temper  Citps  for  Kings. 

But  soon,  inspir'd  v.itii  nobler  pow'rs, 

I  soiiglit  thy  awful  grove  ; 
There  frequent  sootb'd  my  evening  hourij^ 

That  best  deceiver,  Love. 

Each  smiling  joy  was  there,  that  springs 

In  life's  deiiCious  prime  ; 
There  young  Aifibition  plum'd  his  wings, 

And  mock'd  the  flight  of  Time. — 

There  patriot  passions  fir'd  my  breast 

With  Freedom's  glowing  themes. 
And  Virtue's  image  i  ose  confess'd 

In  bright  Platonic  dreams. — 

Ah  me !  my  dreams  of  harmless  youth 

No  more  thy  walks  invade, 
The  charm  is  broke  by  sober  Truth, 

Thy  fairy  visions  fade. — 

No  more  unstain'd  with  fear  or  guilt 

Such  hours  of  rapture  smile, 
Each  airy  tabric  Fancy  built 

Is  vanish'd  as  thy  pile! — 

^  Hampton-Court  Palace  is  supplied  with  water  from  tLe 
springs  oil  Combe-Hills. 
*  There  Susa  by  Choapes'  amber  stream. 
The  drink  of  none  but  Kings,  MILTON, 
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ON  LADY  POMFRET'S 

PRESENTING  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD  M'lTH 
HER  COLLECTION  OF  STATUES. 

Welcome  again  the  reign  of  ancient  Arts! 
Welcome  fair  modern  days  from  gothic  night, 
Tliongh  late,  emerging!  sun  of  Science  hail ! 
Whose  glorious  rays  enlighten'd  Greece  and  Rome, 
Illustrious  nations! — Their's  was  empire's  seat, 
Their's  Virtue,  Freedom,  each  enciianting  grace; 
Sculpture  with  them  to  bright  perfection  rose. 
Sculpture,  whose  bold  Promethean  hand  inform'd 
The  stubborn  mass  with  life — in  fretted. gold 
Or  yielding  marble,  to  the  raptur'd  eye 
Display'd  the  shining  conclave  of  the  skies, 
And  chiefs  and  sages  gave  the  Passions  form, 
And  Virtue  shape  corporeal  :  taught  by  her 
The  obedient  brass  dissolv'd  ; 
In  Love's  soft  fires  thy  winning  charms  she  stole, 
Thou  mild  retreating  Medicean  Fair, 
^he  mark'd  the  tiovving  Dryads  lighter  step, 
Tiie  panting  bosom,  garments  tiovving  loose. 
And  wanton  tresses  waving  to  the  wind. — 
Azain  by  Pomfret's  generous  care,  these  stores 
Of  ancient  Fame  revisit  Lea)-ning"s  seats, 
Their  old  abode.     O  reverence  Learning's  seats, 
Ye  beauteous  Arts!  for  know,  by  Learning's  smiles 
Ye  grew  immortal — Know,  however  fair 
Sculpture  and  Painting,  fairer  Poetry 
Your  elder  Sister,  from  the'  A6i;ian  mount. 
Imagination's  frnitful  realm,  supplied 
The  rich  material  of  your  lovely  soil. 
Her  fairy  forms,  poetic  Fancy  first 
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Peopled  the  hills,  and  vales,  and  fabled  groves, 
With  sha})es  celestial,  and  by  fountain  side 
Saw  Fauns  with  wanton  Satyrs  lead  the  dance 
With  nieek-ey'd  NaVds  ;  saw  your  Cyprian  Queen 
Ascending  from  the  Ocean's  wave  ; 
Poetic  Fancy  in  Ma^onian  song 
Pictur'd  immortal  Jove,  ere  Phidias'  hands 
Sublime  with  all  his  thunders  form'd  the  God. 
Here  then  uniting  with  your  kindred  art, 
Majestic  Grecian  Sculpture  deign  to  dwell, 
Here  shades  of  Academe  again  invite, 
Athenian  philosophic  shades,  and  here 
Ye  Roman  forms,  a  nobler  Tyber  flows. 

Come,  Pon.fret,  come ;  of  rich  munificence 
Partake  the  fame,  though  candid  blushes  rise, 
And  modest  virtues  shun  the  blaze  of  day. 
Pomfrct,  not  all  thy  honours,  splendid  train. 
Not  tlie  bright  coronet  that  binds  thy  brow, 
Not  i\\\  thy  lovely  offspring,  radiant  queens 
On  Beautys  throne,  shall  consecrate  thy  praise 
Like  Science,  boasting  in  tliy  genial  beam 
Increasing  stores  :  in  these  embowering  shades 
Stands  the  fair  tablet  of  eternal  Fame  ; 
There  Memory's  adamantine  pen  records 
Her  ^ons ;  but  each  illustrious  female's  name 
In  golden  characters  engrav'd,  defies 
Envy  and  Time,  superior  to  their  raue. — 
Pomfret  shall  live,  tiie  generous  Pomfret  join'd 
With  Caroline,  and  martial  Edward's  Queen. 
And  great  Eliza,  regal  names,  like  thee 
Smiling  on  Arts  and  Learning's  sons  they  reign'd. — 
And  see  where  Westmorland  adorns  the  train 
Of  Learnings  princely  patrons !  lo,  I  see 
A  new  Pantheon  rise,  as  that  of  old 
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Famous,  nor  founded  by  ignobler  hands  ; 
Though  thine,  Agrippa,  sway'd  the  helm  of  Rome : 
I  see  enshrin'd  majestic  awful  forms, 
Chiefs,  legislators,  patriots,  beauties,  gods. 
Not  him  by  superstitious  fears  ador'd 
With  barbarous  sacrifice  and  frantic  zeal, 
Yet  not  uncelebrated  nor  unsung,  for  oft 
Thou,  slumbering  Cupid,  with  inverted  torch 
Betokening  mildest  fires,  shall  hear  the  sighs 
Of  virtuous  love-sick  youths.     You  too  shall  reign, 
Celestial  Venus,  though  with  chaster  rites, 
Address'd  with  vows  from  purer  votaries  heard. 
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The  sun  wakes  jocund— all  of  life,  who  breathe 

In  air,  or  earth,  and  lawn,  and  thicket  rove, 
Who  swim  the  surface,  or  the  deep  beneath. 

Swell  the  full  chorus  of  delight  and  love. 
But  what  are  ye,  who  cheer  the  bay  of  hounds, 

Whose  levell'd  thunder  frightens  Mora's  repose, 
Who  drag  the  net,  whose  hook  insidious  wounds 

A  writhing  reptile,  type  of  mightier  woes? 

I  see  ye  come,  and  havoc  loose  the  reins  -. 

A  general  groan  the  general  anguish  speaks, 
The  stately  stag  falls  butcherd  on  the  plains, 

The  dew  of  deatii  hangs  clammy  on  his  cheeks. 
Ah !  see  the  pheasant  fluttering  in  the  brake, 

Green,  azure,  gold,  but  undi^tineuish'd  gore! 
Yet  spare  the  tenants  of  the  silver  lake ! 

—I  call  in  vain— They  gasp  upon  the  shore. 
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A  yet  isnobler  band  is  guarded  round 

With  doji;s  of  war — the  spurning  bull  their  prize; 

And  now  he  bellows,  humbled  to  the  ground, 
And  now  they  sprawl  in  howlings  to  the  skies. 

You  too  must  feel  their  missile  weapon's  pow'r, 
Whose  riarion  cliarms  the  midnight's  sullen  air; 

Thou  the  Morn's  haibinger,  must  mourn  the  hour 
'  Vigil  to  fasts,  and  penitence,  and  prayer. 

Must  fatal  wars  of  human  avarice,  wage 

For  milder  confiicis,  Love  their  palm  design'd? 

Now  sheath''^  in  steel,  must  rival  Reason's  rage, 
Deal  mutual  de.ith,  and  emulate  mankind? 

Are  these  your  sovereign  joys,  Creation's  lords? 

Is  death  a  banquet  for  a  eodlike  soul? 
Have  rigid  lie  arts  no  sympathising  chords 

For  concord,  order,  for  the  harmonious  whole  ? 

Nor  plead  necessity,  thou  man  of  blood  1      [vere ! 

Heaven  tempers  power  with  mercy — Heaven  re- 
Yet  slay  the  wolf  for  safety,  lamb  for  food  ; 

Rut  shorten  misery's  pangs,  and  drop  a  tear ! 

Ah !  rather  turn,  and  breathe  this  evening  gale, 
Uninjur'd,  and  nninjnring  Nature's  peace. 

Come,  draw  best  nectar  from  the  foaming  pail, 
Come,  pen  the  fold , and  count  the  fiock's  increase! 

See  pasturing  heifers  with  the  bull,  who  wields 
Yet  budding  horns,  and  wounds  alone  the  soil! 

Or  see  the  panting  spaniel  try  the  fields, 
While  bursting  coveys  mock  his  wanton  toil! 


'  Shrove  Tuesday. 
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Now  feel  the  steed  with  youth's  elastic  force 
Spontaneous  boisnd,  yet  bear  ti;y  kind  control 3 

Nor  mangle  all  his  sinews  in  the  course, 

And  fainting,  staggering,  lash  him  to  the  goal ! 

Now  sweetly  pensive,  bending  o'er  the  stream, 
Mark  the  gay  Hoating  myriads,  nor  molest 

Their  sports,  tlieir  slujnbers,  but  ingiurious  dream 
Of  evil  fled  and  all  Creation  bless'd  ! 

Or  else,  beneath  thy  porch,  in  social  joy 
Sit  and  approve  thy  infant's  virtuous  haste, 

Humanity's  sweet  tones  while  all  employ 
To  lure  the  wing'd  domestics  to  repast ! 

There  smiling  see  a  fop  in  swelling  state. 
The  turkey^  stiut  with  valour's  red  pretence. 

And  duck,  row  on  with  waddling  honest  gait, 
And  goose,  mistake  solemnity  for  sense! 

While  one  with  front  erect,  in  simple  pride, 
Full  firmly  treads,  his  consort  waits  his  call ; 

Now  deal  the  copious  barley,  waft  it  v\ide, 
That  each  may  taste  the  bounty  meant  for  all! 

Yon  bashful  songsters  with  retorted  eye 
Pursue  tlie  grain,  yet  wheel  contracted  flight, 

While  he,  the  bolder  sparrow,  scorns  to  fly  ; 
A  son  of  freedom  claiming  Nature's  right. 

Liberal  to  him ;  yet  still  the  wafted  grain, 

Choicest  for  those  of  modest  worth,  dispense ; 

And  blessing  Heaven  that  wakes  their  grateful  strain, 
Let  Heaven's  best  joy  be  thine,  benevolence  ! 

While  flocks'  soft  bleatings,  echoing  high  and  clear, 
The  neigh  of  steeds,  responsive  o'er  the  heath  j 

Deep  lowings  sweeter  melt  upon  thy  ear 

Than  screams  of  terror  and  the  groans  of  death. 
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Yet  sounds  of  woe  delight  a  giant  brood : 
Fly  then  mankind,  ye  young,  ye  helpless  old  ! 

For  not  their  fury,  a  consuming  flood 

Distinguishes  the  shepherd,  drowns  the  fold. 

But  loosen  once  thy  gripe,  avenging  law ! 

Eager  on  man,  a  nobler  chase,  they  start; 
Now  from  a  brother's  side  the  dagger  draw, 

Now  sheath  it  deeper  in  a  virgin's  heart. 

See,  as  they  reach  Ambition's  purple  fruits, 
T!;eir  reeking  hands  in  nation's  carnage  died! 

No  longer  bathing  in  the  blood  of  brutes, 
They  swim  to  empire  in  a  human  tide. 

But  see  him,  see  the  fiend  that  others  stung. 
With  scorpion  conscience  lash  himself,  the  last! 

See  festering  in  the  bosom  where  they  sprung 
The  fmy  passions  that  laid  Nature  waste  ! 

Behold  the  self  tormentor  drag  his  chains, 

And  weary  Heaven  with  many  a  fruitless  groan  ! 
By  pining  fasts,  by  voluntary  pains, 

Reveii;iij]g  Nature's  cause,  he  pleads  his  own. 
Yet  pro'^trato,  suppliant  to  the  throne  above, 

Ke  calls  down  rieaven  in  tlumders  to  pursue 
Hcjven  s  fancied  foes — O  God  of  peace  and  love, 

The  voice  of  thunder  is  no  voice  from  youl 

Mistaken  mortal !  'tis  that  Ood's  decree 

To  spare  thy  own,  nor  shed  another's  blood; 

Heaven  breathes  benevolence,  to  all,  to  thee  j 
Each  being's  bliss  consummates  general  good. 
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ODE  TO  CAPTIVITY. 

WRITTEN    IN   THE   LAST   WA.R. 

O  STERN  Captivity  !  from  Albion's  land 
Far,  far,  avert  the  terrors  of  thy  rod  ! 
O  wave  not  o'er  her  fields  thy  flaniinj^  brand  ! 
O  crush  not  Freedom,  fairest  child  of  God  !  — 
Bring  not  frora  thy  Gallic  shore 
The  galling  fetters,  groaning  oar! 
Bring  not  hither  Virtue's  bane, 
Tliy  sister  Superstition's  train  ! 
O  spare  from  sangiiiuc  rites  the  silver  floods  f 
Nor  haunt  with   shapes   obscene  our  unpolluted 
woods ! — 

Is  yet  too  weak,  rapacious  Powpr,  thy  throne? 
While  the  chain'd  Continent  thy  vassal  waits, 

The  K'iiine,  the  Danube,  and  the  sounding  Rhone, 
Proclaim  thy  triumphs  through  an  hundred  states. 
See  Valeutia's  smiling  vales 
Courted  for  thee  by  (Ocean's  gales  ! 
Through  yawning  vaults  '  on  Tagus'  streams, 
Thine  Revenge's  dagger  gleams  : 

Thy  fury  bursts  on  Rome's  devoted  head, 

In  vain  the  Scipios  liv'd,  the  Decii,  Cato  bled ! 

Be  these  thy  bounds — whose  laws  with  mouarchs 
To  this  fair  isle  how  impotent  th.y  hate  !    [reign. 

Where  Pitt,  so  righteous  Heaven  and  George  ordain, 
In  wisdom  guides  the  thunder  of  the  state. 

^  The  laie  coiispirary  against  the  Portuguese  gnvernmciit 
was  planued  amid  the  ruius  of  that  uafurtiiuHte  capital. 
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That  thunder  shook  on  Afric's^shorC; 

The  howling  wild  where  lions  roar  ; 

In  western  ^  worlds  Its  awful  powers 

Sunk  astonish'd  Bourbon's  towers: 

That  thunder  sounding  o'er  the  Celtic  main, 

RoU'd  to  Lutetia's  walls  along  the'  affrighted  Seine. 

Daugiiters  of  Albion  !  strew  his  paths  with  flowers, 

O  wake  for  Jiini  the  lute's  harmonious  chord  ! 
His  name  be  echoed  in  your  festal  bowers, 
Who  guards  Britannia  from  a  foreign  Lord! 
Happy  Fair,  who  seated  far 
From  haughty  conquerors,  barbarous  war, 
Have  heard  alone  in  traaic  songs, 
Of  cities  storm'd  and  virgins'  wrongs. 
There  felt  the  dau4ihter"s,  parent's,  consort's  groan, 
And  wept  historic  woes,  unpractis'd  in  your  own ! 

Have  you  not  heard  how  Siou's  daughters  mourn'd 
Their  prostrate  land  ? — how  Greece  her  victims 
tore 
From  flaming  altars? — captive  queens  they  turn'd 
From  Troy  reluctant — on  the  sea-beat  shore 
Their  eyes  to  Heaven  were  roU'd  in  vain, 
Their  eyes — for  not  the  vic'or's  chain 
Indulg'd  thy  privilege,  Despair  ! 
Their  hands  to  rend  their  flowing  hair  ; 
.Behind  them  Troy  a  smoaking  ruin  lies, 
Before  lie  unknown  seas,  and  black  incumbent  skies. 

*  Ye  cales^!'  they  cried,  '  ye  cruel  eastern  gales! 

Adverse  to  Troy,  conspiring  with  the  foe. 
That  eager  stretch  the  vi(rtor's  swelling  sails, 

To  what  unfriendly  regions  will  ye  blow  ? 

^  Senegal  ^  Louishoiirg. 

■*  An  iiuitation  of  the  first  choriig  iu  the  Hecuba  of  Eu- 
ripides. 
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Shall  we  serve  on  Doric  plains  ? 

Or  where  in  Pithia  Pyrrhus  reigns? 

Shall  Echo  catch  our  captive  tales  ? 

Joyless  in  the  sprijihtly  vales 
Apidauns  thy  beauteous  current  laves, 
Say,  shall  we  sit  and  dream  of  Simois'  fairer  waves  ? 

•  Shall  Delos,  sacred  Delos.  hear  our  woes? 

Where  v.hen  Latona's  offsprina:  sprung  to  birth, 
Tlie  palm  spontaneous,  and  tl.e  laurel  rose, 
O  Dian,  Dian,  on  thy  hallow'd  earth  ; 
With  Delian  maids,  a  spotless  band, 
At  Virtue's  altar  shall  we  stand. 
And  hail  tliy  name,  with  choral  joy, 
Invok'd  in  vain  for  falling  Troy  ? 
Thy  shafts  victorious  shall  our  songs  proclaim, 
V/heri  notanarrov,  fled  to  spare  thy  votaries  shame. 

'  To  Athens,  Art's  fair  empire,  shall  we  rove 
There  for  some  haughty  mistress  ply  the  loom^ 

With  daring  fancy  paint  avenging  Jove, 

His  forked  lightnings  flaming  through  the  gloom, 
To  blast  the  bold  Titanian  race : 
Or  deaf  to  Nature,  must  we  trace 
In  mournful  shades  our  hapless  war? 
What  art,  dread  Pallas,  to  thy  car, 

Shall  yoke  the'  immortal  steeds  r  what  colours  tell 

By  thine,  by  Pyrrhus'  lance,  how  lofty  Ilion  fell  ? 

*  Yes,  cruel  gods,  our  bleeding  country  falls. 

Her  chiefs  are  slain — see  brother?,  sires  expire! 
Ah  see,  exulting  o'er  her  prostrate  walls, 

The  victor's  fury,  and  devouring  fire ! 
Asia's  hauglity  Genius  broke, 
Bows  the  neck  to  Europe's  yoke, 
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Chains  are  ail  our  portion  now, 

No  festal  wreaths  shall  bind  our  brow, 

Nor  Hymen's  torches  light  the  bridal  day:    [prey! 

O  Death,  and  black  Despair,  behold  your  destin'd 
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Youth,  ah  stay,  prolong  delight. 
Close  thy  pinions  stretch'd  tor  flight ! 
Youth,  disdaining  silver  hairs, 
Autumn's  frowns  and  ^'inters  cares, 
Dwell'st  thou  but  m  dimple  sleek, 
In  vernal  smiles  and  Summer's  cheek? 

On  Spring's  ambrosial  lap  thy  hands  unfold,  [gold. 

They  blossom  fresh  with  iiope,  and  all  they  touch  is 

Graver  years  come  sailing  by  : 
Hark !  they  call  me  as  they  t\y  ; 
Quit,  they  cry,  for  nobler  themes, 
Statesman,  quit  thy  boyish  dreams  ! 
Tune  to  crowds  thy  pliant  voice, 
Or  Hatter  thiones,  tlie  nobler  choice  ! 

Deserting  Virtue,  yet  assume  her  stale  ;    [to  Hate. 

Thy  smiles,  that  dwell  with  Love,  ah !  wed  them  now 

Or  in  Victory's  purple  plain 

Triumph  tiiou  on  hills  of  siain  ! 

While  the  virgin  rends  her  hair, 

Chillless  sires  demand  tneir  lieir. 

Timid  orpuans  kneel  and  weep  : 

Or,  where  the  unsunn'd  treasures  sleep. 
Sit  brooding  o'er  thy  cave  in  grim  repose,     [woes. 
There  mock  at  human  joys,  there  mock  at  human 
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Years  away  !  too  dear  I  prize 
Fancy's  haunts,  her  vales,  her  skies; 
Come,  ye  gales  that  swell  the  tiovv'rs, 
Wake  my  soul's  expanding  po\s'is  ; 
Come,  by  streams  embower'd  in  wood, 
Celestial  forms,  the  Fair,  the  Good  ! 

With  moral  charms  associate  vernal  joys! 

Pure  Nature's  pleasures  these — the  rest  are  Fa- 
shion's toys. 

Come,  while  years  reprove  in  vain, 
Youth,  with  me,  and  Rapture  reign  ! 
Sculpture,  Painting,  meet  my  eyes, 
Glowing  still  with  young  surprise! 
Never  to  the  Virgin's  lute 
This  ear  be  deaf,  this  voice  be  mute  ! 
Come,  Beauty,  cause  of  anguish,  heal  its  smart, 
— Now  temperate  measures  beat,  unalter'd  else  my 
heart. 

Still  my  soul,  for  ever  young, 

Speak  thyself  divinely  sprung! 

Wingd  for  Heaven,  embracing  Earth, 

Link'd  to  all  of  mortal  birth, 

Brute  or  man,  in  social  chain 

Still  link'd  to  all,  wiio  sutfer  pain. 
Pursue  the'  eternal  law  ! — one  Power  above 
Connects,  pervades  the  whole — that  Power  divine  is 
Love. 
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Brown  Autumn  nods  upon  the  mountain's  head, 
The  dark  mist  gathers;  howhng  winds  assail 

The  bHghted  desart ;  on  its  nuneral  bed 
Dark  rolls  the  river  through  the  sullen  vale. 
On  the  hill's  dejected  scene 
The  blasted  ash  alone  is  seen. 
That  marks  the  grave  where  Connal  sleeps ; 
Gather'd  into  mouldering  heaps 
From  the  whirlwinds  giddy  round. 
Its  leaves  bestrew  the  hallowd  ground  : 

Across  the  musing  hunler's  lonesome  way 

Flit  melancholy  ghosts,  that  chill  the  dawn  of  day. 

Connal, thou  sluniber'st  there,  the  great,  the  good! 
Thy  iong-fam'd  ancestors  what  tongue  can  trace? 
Firm,  as  the  oak  on  rocky  heights,  they  stood ; 
Planted  as  firm  on  Glory's  ample  base. 
Rooted  in  their  native  clime, 
Brav'd  alike  devouring  time, 
Full  of  honours,  full  of  age, 
That  lofty  oak  the  winter's  rage 
Rent  from  the  promontory's  brow. 
And  Death  has  laid  the  mighty  low. 
The  mountains  mourn  their  consecrated  tree ; 
His  country  Connal  mourns  ; — what  son  shall  rival 

thee  ? 
Here  was  the  din  of  arms,  and  here  o'erthrown 

The  valiant!— mournful  are  thy  wars,  Fingal; 
The  caverns  echo'd  to  the  dying  groan, 
The  fatal  fields  beheld  the  victor  fall  j 
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Tall  amidst  tbe  host,  as  hills 
Above  their  vales  and  subject  rills, 
His  arm,  a  tempei^t  loiirin<^  high, 
His  swosd,  a  beam  of  jiimmer's  sky, 
His  eyes,  a  fiery  furnace,  glare, 
His  voice  that  shook  the  astonish'd  war. 
Was  thunder's  sound  :  he  smote  the  trembling  foes, 
As  sportive  infant's  staif  the  bearded  thistle  mows. 

Onward  to  meet  this  hero,  like  a  storm, 
A  cloudy  storm,  the  mighty  Dargo  came  ; 

As  mountain  caves,  where  dusky  meteors  form 
His  hollow  eye-balls  fiash'd  a  livid  flame  ! 

And  now  thej' joia'd,  and  now  they  wield 
Their  clashing  steel — re«cunds  the  field, 
Crimora  heard  the  loud  alarms, 
Rinval's  dauchter,  bright  in  arms. 
Her  hands  the  bow  victorious  bear, 
Luxuriimt  wav'd  her  auburn  hair  ; 

Connal,  her  life,  her  love,  in  beauty's  pride,  [side. 

She  foliow'd  to  the  war,  and  fought  by  Connal's 

In  wild  despair,  at  Connal's  foe  she  drew 

The  fatal  string,  impatient  fiew  the  dart ; 
Ab,  hapless  maid  I — with  erriiig  coinse  it  flew  ; 
The  shaft  stood  trembling  in  her  lover's  heart. 
He  fell — so  falls  by  thunder's  shock 
From  ocean's  cliffs  the  rifted  rock. 
Tliat  falls  and  ploughs  the  groaning  strand — 
He  fell  by  Love's  unwilling  hand. 
Hapless  maid !  from  eve  to  day, 
Connal,  my  love  ;  the  breathless  clay 
My  love,  she  calls — now  rolls  her  frantic  eyes — 
— Now  bends  them  sad  to  earth — she  sinks,  she 
faints,  she  dies. — 
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Together  rest  in  Earth's  parental  womb, 
Her  fairest  offspring  ;  mournful  in  the  vale 

I  sit,  while,  issuing  from  the  moss-grown  tomb, 
Your  once-lov'd  voices  seem  to  swell  the  gale — 
Pensive  Memory  wakes  i.er  powers, 
Oft  recals  your  smiling  hours 
Of  fleeting  life,  that  wont  to  move 
On  downy  wings  of  youth  and  love ; 
The  smiling  hours  no  more  return  ; 
— All  is  hush'd — your  silent  urn 

The  mountain  covers  with  its  awful  shade, 

Far  from  the  haunts  of  men  in  pathless  desart  laid. 


ON   A 

PRESENT  TO  THE  AUTHOR, 

OF  TWO  IMPRESSIONS  FROM  A  FINE  ANTIQUE  SEAL 
OF  THE  HEAD  OF  ALEXANDER. 

The  ortc  bj   Lady   P~ — ,  on  Paper  :  the   other  by  Miss 
J P ,  ill  Wax. 

Fair  sculpture  of  Amnion's  young  graces  ! 

My  lady  with  whim  sliall  we  tax  ; 
On  paper  who  marks  thy  faint  traces, 

Which  Stella  stamps  lively  in  wax? 

Of  their  hearts  they  make  mutual  confession : 

That,  cold  to  emotions  once  felt, 
The  mother's  scarce  yields  to  impression — 

— The  daughter's  can  soften  and  melt. 
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ON  THE  SUBJECT  OF 

THE  MONUMENT  IN  ARCADIA. 

O  YOU,  that  dwell  where  shepherds  reign, 
Arcadian  youths,  Arcadian  maids, 

To  pastoral  pipe  who  danc'd  the  plain  ; 
Why  pensive  now  beneath  the  shades  ? 

Approach  her  virgin  tomb,  they  cry, 
Behold  the  verse  inscrib'd  above, 

Once  too  in  Arcady  was  I, — 

Behold  wiiat  dreams  are  lire  and  love  ! 


Ox\  THE  SAME. 


Sweet  Arcady,  where  shepherds  reign, 
Your  simple  youths,  your  simple  maids, 

With  pastoral  dance  still  cheer  the  plain, 
Their  pastoral  pipe  still  charms  the  shades 

This  only  song  still  meets  our  ear. 

It  swells  the  breeze,  it  fills  the  grove  j 

*  What  joys  so  sweet  as  Nature's  here? 
What  joy  of  Nature  sweet  as  Love?' 
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HITCHIN  CONVENT. 

A  TALE. 

Where  Hitch's  gentle  current  glides, 

An  ancient  convent  stands 
Sacred  to  prayei-,  and  holy  rites 

Ordain'd  by  pious  hands. 

Here  monks  of  saintly  Benedict 

Their  nightly  vigils  kept, 
And  lofty  anthems  shook  the  choir 

At  hours  when  mortals  slept. 

Cut  Harry's  '  wide  reforming  hand 

Tliat  sacred  order  wounded  ; 
He  spoke — from  forth  their  hallow'd  walls 

The  friars  fled  confounded. 

Then  wicked  laymen  entering  in, 

Those  cloisteis  fair  profan'd  ; 
Now  Riot  loud  usurps  the  seat 

Where  bri^^ht  Devotion  reign'd. 

Ev'n  to  the  ciiapel's  sacred  roof, 

Its  echoing  vaults  along, 
Resounds  the  flute,  and  sprightly  dance, 

And  hymeneal  soug. 

Yet  Fame  reports,  that  monkish  shades 

At  midnight  never  fail 
To  haunt  the  mansion  once  their  own, 

And  tread  its  cloisters  pale. 

'Henry  the  Eighth,  who  suppressed  the  rclisious  houses 
tu  Englaufl, 
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One  night,  more  prying  than  the  rest, 

It  clianc'd  a  friar  came, 
And  enter'd,  where  on  beds  of  down 

Repos'd  pach  gentle  dame. 
Here,  softening  midniglifs  raven  gloom, 

Lay  R e,  hln«liing  maid  ; 

There,  wrapt  in  folds  of  cypre?s  lawn, 

Her  virtuous  aimt  was  laid. 

He  siop'd,  he  gaz'd,  to  wild  conceits 

His  roving  fancy  run  ; 
He  took  t;)e  aunt  for  Prioress, 

And  K e  for  a  Nun. 

It  hap'd  that  R 's  capuchin, 

Across  tlie  couch  display'd, 
To  deem  her  sister  of  the  veil, 

The  holy  sire  betray'd. 

Accosting  then  the  youthful  fair, 

His  raptur'd  accents  broke  ; 
Amazement  chill'd  the  waking  nymph  : 

She  trembled  as  he  spoke  :  — 
'  Hail  halcyon  days!  Hail  holy  Nun  I 

This  wondrous  change  explain  : 
Again  Religion  lights  her  lamp, 

Reviews  these  walls  again. 

*  For  ever  bless'd  the  power  that  check'd 

Reformists'  wild  disorders, 
Restor'd  again  tlie  clmrcij's  lands, 
Revivd  our  sacred  orders, 

*  To  Monks  indeed,  from  Edward's  days, 

Belong'd  tliis  cliasle  foundation  ; 
Yet  sister  Nuns  may  answer  too 
The  founder's  good  donation. 

H 
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'  Ah  !  well  tliy  virgin  vows  are  heard  : 

For  man  \v-ere  never  given 
Those  charms,  reserv'd  to  nobler  ends, 

Thou  spotless  spouse  of  Heaven  ! 

*  Yet  speak  what  cause  from  morning  Mass 

Thy  lingering  steps  delays  : 
Haste  to  the  deep-mouthd  organ's  peal, 
To  join  thy  vocal  praise. 

*  Awake  thy  abbess-sisters  all  j 

At  Mary's  holy  shrine, 
With  bended  knees  and  suppliant  eyes 
Approach,  thou  Nun  divine ! — ' 

*  No  Nun  am  I,'  recovering  cried 

The  nymph  ;  '  no  Nun,  I  say, 

Nor  Nun  will  be,  unless  this  fright 

Should  turn  my  locks  to  grey, 

'Tis  true,  at  church  I  seldom  fail 

When  aunt  or  uncle  leads  : 
Yet  never  rise  by  four  o'clock 

To  tell  my  morning  beads. 

*  No  mortal  lover  yet,  I  vow, 

My  virgin  heart  has  fix'd. 
But  yet  1  bear  the  creature's  talk 
Without  a  grate  betwixt. 

*  To  Heaven  my  eyes  are  often  cast, 

(From  Heaven  their  light  began) 
Yet  deign  sometimes  to  view  on  earth 
Its  image  stamp'd  on  man. 

*  Ah  me !  I  fear  in  borrow'd  shape 

Thou  com'st,  a  base  deceiver ; 
Perhaps  the  Devil  to  tempt  the  faith 
Of  orthodox-believer. 
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*  P'or  once  my  hand,  at  masquerade, 

A  reverend  Friar  press'd  ; 
His  form  as  tiiine,  but  holier  sounds 
The  ravish'd  saint  address'd. 

*  He  told  me  vows  no  more  were  made 

To  senseless  stone  and  wood, 
But  adoration  paid  alone 
To  saints  of  tlesh  and  blood. 

'  That  rosy  cheeks,  and  radiant  eyes, 

And  tresses  like  the  morn, 
Weie  given  to  bless  the  present  age, 

And  light  the  age  unborn  : 

*  That  maids,  by  whose  obdurate  pride 

The  hapless  lover  fell, 
Were  doom'd  to  never-dying  toils 
Of  leading  apes  in  hell. 

'  Respect  the  first  command,  he  cried, 

It's  sacred  laws  fulHi, 
And  well  observe  the  precept  given 

To  iMoses — Do  not  kill. 

*  Thus  spoke,  ah  yet  I  hear  him  speak ! 

My  soul's  sublime  physician  ; 
Then  get  thee  hence,  thy  doctrines  vile 
Would  sink  me  to  perdition.' 

She  ceas'd — the  Monk  in  shades  of  night 

Confus'dly  fled  away ; 
And  Superstition's  clouds  dissolvd 

In  sense,  and  beauty's  ray. 
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TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

A  VERY  GOOD  ACTRESS. 

Powerful  is  beauty,  when  to  mortal  seats 

From  Heaven  descends  the  heaven-created  good, 

When  fancy's  glance  the  fairy  phantom  meets, 
Nymph  of  the  shade,  or  naiad  of  the  tlood. 

So  blooms  Celena,  daughter  of  the  skies. 
Queen  of  the  joys  romantic  rapture  dreams; 

Her  cheeks  are  summer's  damask  rose,  her  eyes 
Steal  their  quick  lustre  from  the  morning's  beams. 

Her  airy  neck  the  shining  tresses  shade  ; 

In  every  wanton  curl  a  Cupid  dwells : 
To  these,  distrusting  in  the  Graces'  aid, 

She  joins  the  mighty  charms  of  magic  spells. 

Man,  hapless  man,  in  vain  destruction  fiios, 

With  wily  arts  the'  enchantress  nymph  pursues  j 

To  varying  forms,  as  varying  lovers  rise. 
Shifts  the  bright  Iris  of  a  thousand  hues. 

Behold  the'  austere  Divine,  oppress'd  by  years, 
Colics,  and  bulk,  and  tytlies  engender'd  care  ; 

The  sound  of  woman  grates  his  aching  ears, 
Of  other  woman  than  a  scripture  fair. 

Sudden  she  comes,  a  Deborah  bright  in  arms, 
Or  wears  the  pastoral  Rachel's  ancient  mien  ; 

And  now,  as  glow  gay-flushing  eastern  charms, 
He  sighs  like  David's  son  for  Sheba's  Queen. 
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To  Change  the  Cliina-trader  speeds  his  pace, 

Nor  heeds  the  chilly  North's  unripening  dames  ; 
'Tis  her's  with  twinkhng  eyes,  and  lengthen'd  tace, 

And  pigmy  foot,  to  wake  forgotten  flames. 
She  oft,  in  Hkeness  of  the'  Egyptian  crone, 

Too  well  inform'd,  relates  lo  wondring  swains 
Their  amorous  plaints  prefei'd  to  her  alone : 

Her  own  relentless  breast  too  well  explains. 
See,  at  the  manor's  hospitable  board 

Enters  a  Sire,  by  infant  age  rever'd  ; 
From  shorten'd  tube  ex'ialing  fumes  afford 

The  incense  bland  that  clouds  his  forky  beard. 

Conundrums  quaint,  and  puns  of  jocund  kind, 

With  rural  ditties,  warm  the'  elated  'Squire, 
Yet  oft  sensations  quicken  in  his  mind, 

Other  than  ale  and  jocund  puns  inspire. 
The  forms  where  bloated  Dropsy  holds  her  seat 

He  views,  unconscious  of  magician's  guiles; 
Nor  deems  a  jaundic'd  visage  lov'd  retreat 

Of  graces,  young  desires,  and  dimpled  smiles. 
Now  o'er  the  portal  of  an  antique  hall 

A  Grecian  form  the  rapturd  patriot  awes, 
The  hoary  bust  and  brow  severe  rccal 

Lycurgus,  founder  of  majestic  laws. 
Awhile  entranc'd,  he  dreams  of  old  renown, 

And  freedom's  triumph  in  Platean  fields. 
Then  turns — relaxing  sees  the  furrow'd  frown, 

To  melting  airs  the  soften'd  marble  yields. 

*  I  see  the  lips  as  breathing  life,'  he  ciies, 
'  On  icy  cheeks  carnation  blooms  display'd: 

The  pensive  orbs  are  pleasure-beaming  eyes, 
And  Sparta's  lawgiver  a  blushing  maid. 
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^  There,  at  the  curtains  of  the  shuddering  youth, 
Stiff,  melancholy,  pale,  a  spectre  stands, 

Some  love-lorn  virgin's  shade — O  !  injur'd  truth, 
Deserted  phantom,  and  ye  plighted  hands.' 

He  scarce  had  ntter'd— from  his  frantic  sraze 
The  vision  fades — succeeds  a  flood  of  light : 

*  O  friendly  shadows,  veil  him,  as  the  blaze 

Of  beauty's  sun  emerging  from  the  night. 

'  Here  end  thy  triumphs,  nymph  of  potent  charms, 
The  laurel'd  bard  is  Heavens  immortal  care  ; 

Him  nor  illusion's  spell  n.or  philter  harms, 
Nor  mu!>ic  floating  on  the  magic  air. 

*  The  myrtle  wand  this  arm  imperial  bears. 

Reluctant  ghosts  and  stubborn  elves  obey : 
Its  virtuous  touch  the  midnight  fairy  fears. 
And  shapes  that  wanton  in  Aurora's  ray.' 

I  ceas'd  ;  the  virgin  came  in  native  grace, 

With  native  sutiies  that  strengthen  beauty's  chain : 

O  vain  the  confidence  of  mortal  race ! 

My  laurel'd  head  and  myrtle  wand  are  vain. 

Again  wild  raptures,  kindling  passions  rise, 
As  once  in  Andover's  autumnal  grove  ; 

When  looks  that  spoke,  and  eloquence  of  sighs, 
Told  the  soft  mandate  of  another's  love. 
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TO 

AN  ACCOMPLISHED  LADY. 

IN  THE  MANNER  OF  WALLER. 

O  NYMPH !   than  ble-s'd  Pandora  bonoiir'd  more, 
What  ^ods  to  grace  thee  lavish  all  their  store  ! 
We  see  thy  form  in  awful  beauty  move, 
At  once  repellin<^  and  inviting  love ; 
We  see  thy  mind  each  brii^ht  perfection  reach 
That  Genius  kindles,  and  the  Graces  teach; 
Pallas  to  form  that  matchless  mind,  conspires 
W^ilh  Wisdom's  coolness,  tempering  Fancy's  lires  : 
Here,  as  in  Eden's  blissful  garden,  sjjoot 
The  tree  of  Knowledge  and  forbidden  Fruit. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  THAMES. 

O  Thames!  thy  clear  majestic  stream 

Shall  ever  t^ow  my  rapturd  theme  ; 

Not  because  Augusta's  pride 

Builds  her  greatness  on  thy  tide, 
Courted  by  worlds  in  other  oceans  found; 

Not  because  prond  Cliefflen  laves 

His  pendent  l3eeches  in  thy  waves ; 

Not  because  thy  limpul  rills 
Reflect  on  Hauipton's  towers,  or  Richmond's  hills  ; 
Or  Cooper's '  mountain,  by  the  Muses  crown'd, 


'  Cooper's  Hill;     the  wcU-kuown   subject  of  Sir  JoUu 
Stnham'g  descriptive  iioeni. 
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Or  catch  the  blaze  from  Windsor's  beaming 
star, 
Sacred  to  patriot  chiefs,  the  boast  of  peace  and  war. 

Nor  yet  because  thy  CJirrent  loves 

The  liannt  of  Academic  groves  ; 

And  still  with  lin>j;ering  foiul  delay 

Through  Es^ham's  vales  delights  to  stray, 
Once  scene  of  Freedom's  claims,  heroic  cares : 

Bnt  hail  thee,  Thanjes  !  whiie  o'er  thy  meads 

Eliza  with  Louisa  leads 

Each  winuinjj  ^race  of  Love  and  Youth, 
Ingenuous  forms,  fair  Candour  and  fair  Truth  : 
Oh!  fan  their  evening  walk  with  mildest  niis  ; 
So  Gallic  spoils  shall  crowd  thy  wealthy  side, 
And  Commerce  swell  her  stores  w  ith  each  re- 
volving tide. 


TO  LADY  F 

ON  HER  MARRI4GE. 


Though  to  Hymen's  gay  season  belong 
Light  airs,  and  the  raptures  of  youth; 

Yet  listen  to  one  sober  song  ; 
O  listen,  fair  Stella,  to  truth. 

Farewell  to  the  triumphs  of  beauty, 
To  th<>  soft  serenade  at  your  bow'r, 

To  the  lover's  idolatrous  duty, 

To  his  y'vAU  in  midnight's  still  hour. 
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To  your  frowns  dartinc;  amorous  anguish, 

To  your  smiles  chasinir  every  care, 
To  the  power  of  your  eyes'  lively  languish, 

To  each  glance  waking  hope  or  despair. 

Farewell  to  soft  bards,  that  in  Heaven 
Dipt  the  pencil  to  picture  your  praise, 

And  blended  tlie  colours  of  even 
With  morning's  gay  opening  rays  : 

They  no  longer  on  Thames  shall  proclaim  you 

A  naiad  new  sprun;;  from  the  flood, 
Nor  to  Bu*hy"s  soft  eclioes  shall  name  you 

}3right  Dian,  the  queen  of  the  wood. 

Farewell  to  Love's  various  season, 

Smiling  days  hung  with  temjtests  and  night; 

But  welcome  the  rei^n  of  tair  Reason, 
O  !  welcome  securer  deliglit. 

O  !  welcome,  in  Nature's  own  diess, 

Purest  pleasnres  of  gentler  kind ; 
O  !  welcome  the  power  to  bless, 

To  redeem  Fortune's  wrongs  on  mankind. 

Be  a  goddess  indeed,  while  you  borrow 

From  Plenty's  unlimited  store. 
To  eild  tiie  wan  aspect  of  Sorrow, 

To  cheer  the  njeek  eyes  of  the  poor. 

When  your  virtues  shall  mix  with  the  skies. 
When  your  beauty,  bright  phanix,  decays: 

In  your  image  new  graces  shall  rise, 
And  enlighten  Posterity's  days. 

Future  a^es  shall  trace  every  air; 

Every  virtue  deriv'd  to  your  blood, 
Shall  remember  that  Stella  was  fair, 

Shall  remember  that  Stella  was  good. 
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SONG. 

Ko  jgaudy  Rubens  ever  dare 

With  flauntini*  Genius,  rosy  Loves, 

To  crowd  the  scene,  in  sunshine's  glare, 
Exposing  her  the  Muse  approves. 

Let,  chaste  Ponssin,  thy  shaded  stream 
Reflect  lier  pensive,  tender  air ; 

Let  evening  veil,  with  sober  beam, 
In  bashful  night  the  bashful  Fair. 


TO  A  LADY, 


The  simple  sv^'ain,  where  Zembla's  snows 

Are  bound  in  frozen  chains. 
Where  scarce  a  smile  the  sun  bestows 

To  warm  the  sullen  plains  ; 

Not  once  conceives  that  sun  to  rise 

With  kinder,  brighter  ray; 
Nor  southern  vales,  Hesperian  skies, 

To  bask  in  smiling  day. 

As  weak  my  thoughts  respecting  thee  : 

Must  thou,  my  better  sun, 
Because  but  smiling  cold  on  me, 

Be  therefore  warm  to  none ; 
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STANZAS. 


Where  more  is  meant  thau  meets  the  car. 

MILTO!*. 


The  bird  of  midniirht  swell'd  her  throat, 

The  virgins  listen'd  round 
To  Sorrow's  deeply-warbled  note, 

To  sweet  but  solemn  sound  : 

When  soon  the  lark  ascending  high, 

In  sun-beams  idly  play'd ; 
As  soon  to  greet  him,  see,  they  fly — 

One  pensive  virgin  stay'd. 

She  stay'd  to  hear  the  mourner  sing ; 

The  rest,  to  Nature  true, 
The  flutter  of  the  gayer  wing 

The  vacant  song  pursue. 
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A   YOUNG  LADY, 

WHO  OBJECTED    TO  SUP  WITH    A  PARTY  OF    BOTH 
SEXES  THAT  MET  AT  A  COFFEE-HOUSE, 

O  Far  from  Carnlino,  so  soft  a  maid, 

Be  cruel  coyness,  pride,  and  cold  disdain! 

Who  now  of  man,  the  monster  man,  afraid, 
Flies  the  gay  circle  of  the  social  train. 

Away  vain  fears!  away  suspicious  dreams. 

From  Beauty,  Virtue,  Tenderness,  and  Truth  ; 

From  eyes  that  dawn  with  Wisdom's  mildest  beams, 
From  harmless  smiles  that  wait  on  gentle  Youth. 

Far  other  years  and  other  nymphs  befit 

The  prudi'ii  form,  and  hii>h  forbidding  brow  ; 

With  otiiers  dwell,  or  frowns  or  scornful  wit, 
Witlj  nymphs  less  innocent,  less  fair  than  thou  : 

With  her,  whose  youth,  of  Virtue's  mild  control 
Impatient,  rushd  on  wanton  wild  desires ; 

Now  Prayer  or  Scandal  cheers  the  gloomy  soul. 
That  piries  in  secret  with  forbidden  fires: 

Or  her  that  triumph'd  in  her  lover's  sighs, 

As  round  their  brows  the  willow  garlands  bend ; 
She  now  dejected,  now  deserted  lies, 

Without  a  lover,  and  without  a  friend  ! 
Another  tate  is  youthful  Virtue's  share  : 

Come  with  the  Graces,  gentle  maid,  along ; 
Come,  fairest  thou  among  the  young  and  fair, 

To  lead  the  dance,  or  join  the  virgin's  song, 
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Come,  listen  to  the  tale  that  youths  complain, 
To  thousand  vows,  in  amorous  sighs  address'd  ; 

Propitious  listen  to  the  raptj)r'd  strain, 

When  chaste  majestic  passions  swell  the  breast. 

Too  long  exterior  charms  of  radiant  eyes 

And  blushing  cheeks,  the  captive  sense  control; 

Thy  forms,  fair  Harmony,  too  long  we  prize, 
Forget  the  fairer,  more  harmonious  soul. 

Too  long  the  lovers  for  an  empty  Fair 
At  heedless  ease  inglorious  arts  advance  ; 

Enough  for  them  to  deck  the  flowing  hair. 
Or  flutter  gaudy  with  the  pride  of  France. 

From  Worth  with  Beauty  nobler  lessons  taught, 
Each  youth  that  languishes,  his  flame  shall  prove 

By  generous  action  or  heroic  t!»ought, 
And  merit  fame  by  arts  that  merit  love. 

Shall  once  again  the  Grecian  lyre  be  strung, 
Restoring  Hymen's  mild  Arcadian  reign? 

Shall  patriot  Eloquence  instruct  the  tongue. 
And  spoils  be  gather'd  from  the  martial  plain? 

O  !  far  unlike  to  such  celestial  flame 
The  passion  kindled  from  impure  desires  ; 

Fatal  to  Friends,  to  Fortune,  and  to  Fame, 
The  momentary  flash  in  night  expires. 

Love's  lambent  fire  that  beams  from  Virtue's  rays, 
Each  sordid  passion  as  it  burns,  refin'd. 

Still  bright  and  brighter  with  benignant  blaze 
Embraces  friends,  a  country,  humankind. 
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A  DREAM. 

With  bridal  cake  beneath  her  head, 

As  Jenny  press'd  her  pillow, 
Sl'.e  dreamt  that  lovers,  tliick  as  hops, 

Hung  pendent  from  the  willow. 

Around  her  spectres  shook  their  chains, 
And  goblins  kept  their  station  ; 

Tliej^  pull'd,  ihcy  pinch'd  her,  till  she  swore 
To  spare  the  male  creation. 

Before  her  now  the  buck,  the  beau, 
The  'squire,  the  captain  trips  ; 

The  modest  seizcl  her  hand  to  kiss, 
The  forward  seiz'd  her  lips. 

For  some  she  felt  her  bosom  pant, 

For  some  she  felt  it  smart; 
To  all  she  ^'ave  enchanting  smiles, 

To  one  she  gave  her  heart. 

She  dreamt — {for  magic  charms  prevail'd, 
And  Fancy  piay'd  her  faice  on) 

That,  soft  reclin'd  in  elbow-chair, 
She  kiss'd  a  sleeping  parson. 

She  dreamt — but,  O  rasii  Bluse !  forbear, 

Nor  viruins'  dreams  pursue  ; 
Yet  bless'd  above  the  gods  is  he 

Who  proves  such  visions  true. 
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THE  3WLBERRY-TREE. 


For  London's  rich  city,  two  Staffordshire  swains, 
Higlit  Johnson,  hight  Garrick,  forsaking  their  plains, 
Reachd  Shakspeares  own  Stratford,  where  flows 

by  his  tomb 
An  Avon,  as  proudly  as  Tiber  by  Rome. 
Now  Garrick,  (sweet  imp  too  of  Nature  was  lie) 
Would  climb  and  would  eatfrom  his  Mulberry-tree  ; 
Yet  as  Johnson,  less  frolic,  was  taller,  was  older. 
He  reach'd  the  first  boughs  by  the  help  of  his 

shoulder ;  [weather, 

Where,  sheller'd  from  famine,  from  bailiffs,  and 
Bards,  critics,  and  players  sat  crowded  together  ; 
Who  devourdin  their  reach,  all  the  fruit  they  could 

meet, 
The  good,  bad,  indifferent,  the  bitter  and  sweet : 
But  Garnck  climbd  high  to  a  plentiful  crop, 
Then,  heavens !  what  vagaries  he  play'd  on  the  top ! 
How,  now  on  the  loose  twigs,  and  now  on  the  tight, 
He  stood  on  his  head,  and  then  bolted  upright ' 
All  features,  all  shapes,  and  all  passions  he  tried; 
He  danc'd  and  he  strutted, 

cried, 
He  presented  his  face,  and  he : 
The  noble,  the  vulgar,  tiock'd  round  him  to  see 
What  feats  he  perform'd  in  the  iMulberry-tree  : 
He  repeated  the  pastime,  then  open'd  to  speak, 
But  Johnson  below  mutter'd  strophes  of  Greek, 


[uen  Doiiea  uprigni : 
all  passions  he  tried ;  '\ 
I,  he  laugh'd  and  he  f 

'  show'd  his  backside !  ) 
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While  Garrick  proclaim'd — '  such  a  plant  never 

grew, 
So  fostei-'d  by  sunshine,  by  soil,  and  by  dew. 
The  palm-trees  of  Delos,  Phoenicia's  sweet  grove, 
The  oaks  of  Dodona,  though  hal'ow'd  by  Jove, 
With  all  that  antiquity  shows  to  surpass  us, 
Compar'd  to  this  tree,  were  mere  shrubs  of  Par- 
nassus, [laid, 
Not  the  beeches  of  Mantua,  where  Tityrus  was 
Not  all  Vallombrosa  produc'd  such  a  siia;ie  ; 
That  the  myrtles  of  France,  hke  the  birch  of  the 

schools, 
Were  fit  only  for  rods  to  whip  Genius  to  rules  ; 
That  to  Stratford's  old  Mulberry,  fairest  and  best. 
The  Cedars  of  Eden  must  bow  their  proud  crest ! 
Then  the  fruit — like  tiie  loaf  in  the  Tub's  pleasant 
Tale^  [ale— 

That  was  fish,  flesh,  and  custard,  good   claret,  and 
It  compris'd  every  flavour,  was  all,  and  was  each, 
Wasgrape,and  was  pine-apple,  nectarine  and  peach  ; 
Nay  he  swore,  and  his  audience  behev'd  vvliat  he 
told, 

That  under  his  touch  it  grew  apples  of  gold. 

Now  he  paus'd ! — then  recounted  its  virtu;--s  a<>ain — 
'Twas  a  wood  for  all  use,  bottom,  top,  bark,  and 

grain  : 
It  would  saw  into  seats  for  an  audience  in  full  pits, 
Into  benches  forjudges,  episcopal  pulpits  ; 
Into  chairs  for  philosophers,  thrones  too  for  kings, 
Serve  the  highest  of  purposes,  lowest  of  things  ; 
Make  brooms  to  mount  witches,  make  May-poles 

for  May-days, 
And  boxes,  and  ink-stands,  for  w  its  and  the  ladies.' — 

*  The  Tale  of  a  Tub,  by<Swift.     See  Section  IV. 
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His  speech  pleas'd  tlie  vulgar,  it  pleas'd  their 

superiors, 

By  Johnson  stopt  short, — who  his  mighty  posteriors 

AppUed  to  the  trunk — Hke  a  Sampson,  his  haunches 

Shook  the  roots,  shook  the  summit,  shook  stem, 

and  shook  brandies! 
All  was  tremor  and  shock ! — now  descended  in 

showers 
Wither'd    leaves,    witherM  limbs,   blighted  fruits 

blighted  flowers ! 
Tlie  fragments  drew  critics,  bards,  players  along, 
Who  held  by  weak  branches,  and  let  go  the  stroiig; 
E'en  Garrick  had  dropt  with   a  bough  that  was 

rotten, 
But  he  leapt  to  a  sound,  and  the  slip  was  forgotten. 
Now  the  plant's  close  recesses  lay  open  to  day, 
While  Johnson  exclaim'd,  stalking  stately  away, 
'  Here's  rubbish  enough,  till  my  homeward  return, 
For  children  to  gather,  old  women  to  burn; 
Not  practis'd  to  labour,  my  sides  are  too  sore, 
Till  another  fit  season,  to  shake  you  down  more. 
What  future  materials  for  pruning,  and  cropping, 
And  cleaning,  and  gleaning,  and  lopping,  and   top- 
ping ! 
Yet  mistake  me  not,  rabble  !  this  tree's  a  good  tree. 
Does  honour,  dame  Nature,  to  Britain  and  thee  ; 
And  the  fi-uit  on  the  top, — take  its  merits  in  brief, 
Makes  a  noble  desert,  where  the  dinner's  roast- 
beef!' 
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TO  A  LADY. 


Y 


ES 


her  lover 
If  Virtue  her  likeness  could  find, 
What  Plato  '  has  fabled,  could  Julia  recover 
Her  lost  other  half,  from  mankind. 

What  joy  to  receive  all  the  good  you  impart, 

Thy  cares  on  another  recline. 
Another's  fond  bosom,  and  feel  that  his  heart 

Beats  all  the  same  measures  with  thine ! 

The  features,  the  virtues  of  both,  in  your  race, 

How  sweet  the  confusion,  enjoy  I 
Yet  more  of  thyself  in  the  daughter  still  trace, 

And  more  of  thy  lord  in  the  boy. 

Such  bliss  rivals  Heaven — yet  what  grief,  what  dis- 
grace, 
Were  riot's  low  follower  thy  lot. 
Were  he  whose  loud  pleasures  are  wine  and  the 
chase, 
All  love's  silent  pleasures  forgot ! 

V/liat  misery  to  hear,  without  daring  reply, 

All  folly,  all  insolence  speaks ; 
Still  calling  the  tear  of  reproach  to  thy  eye, 

The  flush  of  disdain  to  thy  cheeks  f 

'  Plato's  fable  is,  that  man  and  uoman  orisiiially  were  one 
being,  divided  aitenva  ds  by  Jiii>iter  for  their  piuiishmeut; 
that  each  part,  in  perpetiMl  search  of  tlie  other,  aever  re- 
covers happiness  till  thiir  reunion. 
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Would  soft  macaronies  have  ju'ln;ment  to  prize, 
Whom  arts  and  whom  virtues  adorn, 

Who  learnt  every  virtue  and  art  to  despise. 
Where  Catos  and  Scipios  were  born  ? 

Would  Wealth's  drowsy  heir,   without  spark   of 
Heaven's  fire, 

Enshrin'd  in  his  dullness  completely, 
Awake  to  the  charmer,  her  voice,  and  her  lyre. 

Ah  !  charm  they  though  ever  so  sweetly? 

But  what  with  the  gamester,  ah  !  what  were  thv 
Me, 

What  Fortune's  caprices  thy  share  ! 
To  sleep  upon  down  under  canopied  state, 

To  wake  on  the  straw  of  Despair ! 

The  timid  free-thinker,  that  only  defies 
Those  bolts  which  his  INIaker  can  throw  ; 

Would  he,  when  bla*^pheming  the  Lord  of  the  skies,^ 
Yet  reverence  his  image  below? 

Would  slaves  to  a  court,  or  to  Faction's  banditti, 

Tiiy  temperate  spirit  approve ; 
So  proud  in  their  chains  of  the  court  and  the  city,. 

Disdaining  no  chains,  but  of  Love  ? 

O  !  mild  as  the  zephyr,  like  zephyr  tliat  throws 
Its  sweets  on  the  sweet-breathing  May  ; 

But  not  on  the  lap  of  cold  Winter  bestows, 
What  Winter  will  never  repay. 


6i  ON  A  AERY  FINE  L4DY. 

So  turn  thee  from  Foily's  cold  aspect,  ah  !  turn 

From  Vice's  hard  bosom  away ; 
The  wise  and  the  virtuous  thy  sweets  will  return, 

As  warm  and  as  grateful  as  May. 


ON 

A  VERY  FINE  LADY, 

Fine  B observes  no  other  rules 

Than  those  the  Coterie  prize  ; 

She  thinks,  whilst  Lords  continue  fools, 
'Tis  vulgar  to  be  wise  : 

Thinks  rudeness  wit  in  noble  dames, 

Adultery,  love  polite  ; 
That  ducal  stars  shoot  brighter  flames 

Than  all  the  host  of  light. 

Yet  sages  own  that  greatness  throws 
A  grace  on  Spencer's  charms ; 

On  Hagley's  verse,  on  Stanhope's  prose, 
And  gilded  MaJiiborough's  arms. 

For  titles  here  their  reverence  ends, 

In  general  Wisdom  thinks 
The  higher  Grandeur's  scale  ascends, 

The  lower  Nature's  sinks. 
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ON 

MEX  BEING  DEPRIVED, 

FROM  CUSTOM  AND  DELICACY,  OF  ENJOYING  SOCIAL 
FRIENDSHIP  WITH  THE  FAIR-SEX. 

Had  soft  Aspasia's  sex  been  man, 

What  Friendship's  holy  chains 
Had  link'd  our  beings,  Fortune's  plan, 

Our  pleasures  and  our  pains  ? 

Alike  our  ruder,  milder  sports, 

Our  studies  too  the  same  ; 
Companions  both  in  shades  and  courts, 

In  paths  of  love  or  fame. 

By  bright  collision,  patriot  beams 

Had  flush'd  from  soul  to  soul ; 
And  War  had  seen,  in  Union's  streams, 

Our  tide  of  glory  roll. 

Tliere  Fate,  that  strikes  the  noblest  breast, 

Had  surely  reverenc'd  thine  ; 
The  thirsty  lance  I  then  had  bless'd 

F'or  only  wounding  mine. 

But  ah  !  my  sweeter  downy  hours, 

Had  I  been  chang'd,  not  you  ; 
What  tranquil  joys,  if  kinder  powers 

Had  made  me  woman  too  ! 


66  ON  MEN  BEING  DEPRIVED,  &C. 

Made  each  the  others  softer  care, 

One  table  then  had  fed, 
One  chamber  lodg'd  the  faithful  pair, 

Ah,  do  not  bhisii ! — one  bed. 

Both  sitting  at  one  busy  loom 

In  Nature  s  vernal  bow'r, 
Had  rivall'd  Nature's  vernal  bloom, 

Creating  both  one  flow'r. 

Both  screen'd  from  suramei-'s  sultry  view, 

In  shades  by  haunted  stream, 
Had  own'd  the  moral  vision  true 

That  youthful  poets  dream. 

Sweet  wisdom,  couch'd  in  mystic  rhyme, 

Yet  bending  o'er  the  brook, 
Had  gather'd  morals  more  sublime 

From  great  Creation's  book  j 

And  felt  our  mixing  souls  refine 

In  purer  wisdom's  ray. 
The  being  Virtue's  friend  and  thine 

Had  clear'd  our  mists  away. 

My  morning  incense,  evening  pray'r, 

With  thine  had  soar'd  above, 
With  thine  ascending  sweeter  there 

On  wings  of  song  and  love. 

Vain  dreams  !  for  custom's  laws,  combin'd 

With  Virtue's  stern  decree. 
Divide  the  beings  Nature  join'd, 

Divide  my  fair  from  me. 
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TO  A  YOrSG  LADY, 

FAINTING  AT  THE  NEWS  OF  HER  FRIFXD'S 

MISFOUTUNLs. 

Ah  !  maid  too  gentle,  while  thy  tears  dt  plove 

The  virtuous  exile  on  a  foreicn  «hore, 

Thy  pulse  forgets  to  beat,  tiiy  cheek  to  glow, 

Dim  the  bright  eye,  tix'd  monnment  of  woe  ; 

Lost  every  fiinction,  vanish'd  every  sense  : 

Is  this  thy  lot,  divhie  benevolence  ? 

Approach  no  more,  such  bitter  anguish,  near 

So  soft  a  bosom  ;  flow  alone  the  tear, 

That  dew  of  Heaven,  O  maid  !  to  Heaven  allied, 

Thy  great  Redeemer  shed  for  man,  and  died. 

Good  angels  mourn  Creation's  glories  lost, 

And  mourning,  please,  resemble  him,  tiie  most; 

Flow  then  thy  tear,  ordaiu'd  by  Heaven's  decree, 

For  bliss  to  others,  sweeter  bliss  to  thee ! 

With  Pity's  pangs  her  dear  sensations  feel  ; 

The  shaft  that  woimds  tiiee,  drops  a  balm  to  bca!. 

Thy  soul  expanding,  like  a  vernal  flower, 

Shall  glow  tiiC  brii;hter  in  Affliction's  siiower. 

For  every  tear  to  sutfering  Virtue  giver, 

Itselfapproviiig,  and  afj)iov'd  by  Kea\en. 

Weep  then,  but  weep  anotl^ier's  fate  alone  ; 

Let  smiles  be  still  attendant  on  th""'  own! 


68  TO  MISS  N M. 


DEATH  OF  AN  INFANT. 

How  bless'd  is  he  whom  Nature's  gentle  hand 
Kas  siujtch'd  from  human  iife  and  human  woes, 
Ev'n  iu  his  childish  days,  ere  yet  he  knew 
Or  sin,  or  pain,  or  yoiitliful  passion's  force! 
In  Eartli's  soft  lap,  beneath  the  flowery  turf, 
His  peaceful  ashes  sleep  ;  to  Heaven  ascends 
The'  unspotted  soul,  declar'd  by  voice  divine 
A  guest  well  pleasing — Then  no  Ioniser  mourn, 
Thou  drooping  parent,  nor  bewail  him  lost — 
In  life's  first  bloom,  when  infant  reason  dawn'd, 
And  the  young  mind,  unfolding  every  power, 
Gave  promise  fair  of  manhood,  transport  till'd 
The  mother's  bosom,  pondering  every  word 
And  action  there.     She  now  lamenting  loud 
Deplores  him,  from  her  vain  embraces  torn 
By  unrelenting  fate,  and  fierce  disease  ; 
Like  eastern  storms  that  blast  the  opening  year. 


TO  MISS  N- M, 

WRITTEN  AT  BRIGHTHELMSTONE. 

Lovely  N m  !  rise,  and  see 

Modest  morn  resemble  thee  ! 
Ocean  smile>  with  your  repose, 
CoQie  to  sea«,  where  Venus  rose  ! 


ro  THE  xMRS.'S  R S.  QO 

.  Pool  observes, 
Braces  all  the  optic  nerves. 
*  Heavens,'  she  cries,  '  what  idle  whim  ! 
Youthful  eyes  are  seldom  dim  ; 
Mine  can  mark  the  distant  sail, 
Or  lowing  herds  in  Sussex  vale  ; 
Scarce  a  spire  or  cottage  smoke, 
Or  cloud  embracing  mountain  oak  : 
An  object  scarce  oi'  land  or  sea 
Rises  nnperceiv'd  by  me.' 
True — but  eyes  that  distant  roam, 
Frequent  fail  for  scenes  at  home. 
Let  example  make  me  clearer, 
Place  yourself  at  Shergolds  mirror ! 
Every  mild  reHected  grace. 
That  aagel  form,  that  angel  tace, 
A  world  of  wonders  all  can  view, 
Envy  only  blind  and — you. 


TO 

THE  3IRS:S  R S. 

WRITTEN  AT  BllIGlITHELMSTONE. 

No,  gentle  Ladies ! — he  on  Brighton's  flood, 
Who  deck'd  with  N s'  name  a  feeble  page  ; 

For  you,  the  guardians  of  the  fair  and  good, 
Has  arm'd  no  bitter  stings  of  Satan's  rage. 

On  impious  necks  the  Muse  of  Vengeance  treads, 
For  shameless  Folly  dips  her  shafts  in  gall ; 

Wh.ile,  dropping  odours  on  your  virtuous  iieads, 
Tiie  dews  of  praise,  a  precious  ointment,  fall. 


TO  VERSES,  &C. 

Your  N m's  mind  in  every  virtue  grew, 

In  every  grace,  beneath  your  sweet  control ; 

In  genuine  lustre  were  preserved  by  you 
Her  polish'd  form,  reliecting  all  the  soul. 

Her  candid  smiles,  unconscious  of  tlieir  worth, 
Her  blush  of  nature,  without  other  dye  ; 

You  taught  her  modest  eyes  to  love  the  earth, 
Or  soar  in  flaming  rapture  to  the  sky. 

Her,  the  best  gift  of  Heaven,  its  gracious  love 
Permitted  to  your  guidance — come  and  share 

The  joy  of  virtuotis  souls,  whose  toils  improve 
The  talents  '  trusted  to  their  fruitful  care ; 

*  Come,  fdithfid  servants' — hear  a  voice  proclaim 
Your  hymn  of  triumph — 'tis  no  song  of  mine; 

'Tis  Heaven  that  calls  you  to  partake  your  fame 
With  God  the  giver,  and  this  gift  divine. 


VERSES 

WRITTEN  AT  BRIGHTHELMSTONE. 

Here  Charles  lay  shelter'd,  from  this  desart  shore 
He  launch'd  the  bark,  and  brav'd  the  tempest's  roar; 
He  trusted  here  the  faith  of  simple  swains, 
And  ocean,  friendlier  than  the  Worcester^  plains. 
No  beauteous  forms,  as  now,  adorn'd  it  then, 
The  downs  were  pathless,  without  haunt  of  men. 

'  Matthew  xxv. 

2  Charles   11.  after  tlie  battle  of  Worcester,  escaped   to 
France  in  a  fishing-boat,  from  Brighthelmstoiie. 
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Oue  sbepheid  wander'd  on  the  lonely  hill, 
One  village-maid  explor'd  the  distant  rill. 
But  mark  the  glittering  scenes  succeeding  these ; 
See  peopled  all  the  shores,  and  healing  seas  ; 
Yet,  friend  to  Britain,  flows  alike  the  wave 
With  India's  treasures,  and  defrauds  the  grave. 
Had  Fate  now  plac'd  him  on  this  fairy  land, 
The  thoughtless  Charles  had  linger'd  on  the  strand, 
Nor  danger  chill'd,  nor  high  ambition  fir'd 
That  wanton  bosom,  by  the  loves  inspir'd  : 
His  languid  sails  the  monarch  here  had  furl'd, 
Had  gaia'd  a  N m's  smile,  and  lost  the  world. 


TO  MISS  G- 


FROM  BRIGHTHELMSTONE. 

Come,  Stella,  let  us  climb  the  heights 

Where  purer  spirits  flow, 
And  upward  point  our  mental  flights. 

And  mock  the  scenes  belov.-. 

And  turn  no  more  the  giddy  rounds 
Of  Pleasure "s  wanton  chuse, 

But  range  beyond  material  bounds, 
Eternity,  and  space  ! — 

Come,  read  in  ocean's  ample  page. 
Explain  the  cause  that  guides. 

That  bridles  now,  and  now  to  rage 
Precipitates  the  tides. 
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In  glory  see  the  planets  roll, 
Tiieir  laws,  their  measure,  scan  : 

Nor  there  confin'd,  explore  the  soul, 
And  liberty,  and  man  ! 

On  soarins;  pinions  let  us  shoot, 

Like  him,  the  bird  of  Jove  ! 
— '  What  waste,'  she  cries,  '  in  such  pursuit, 

An  age  ot"  life  and  love ! 

*  Willi  eagle  flight  and  eagle  view 

Let  Newton  sail  the  sky ! 
But  what  am  1?  or  what  are  yon, 
Philosopher  ? — a  tly  : 

*  Vain  insect !  now  aloft  he  springs 

To  drink  the  liquid  light, 
And  quenclics  now  his  flagging  wings 
In  angry  seas  and  night. 

*  Ah,  fool !  to  quit  his  reptile  state 

Amid  fresh  dews  and  flowers ! 
Be  his  tiie  justly  purchas'd  fate, 
The  sober  lesson  ours. 

<  From  clouds  descending,  let  us  try 

What  humbler  regions  give  ! 
Let  others  soar  to  fall  and  die  ! 

' Tis  ours  to  creep  and  live.' 
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ANSWER 

TO  THE  FOREGOING  VERSES. 

BY  MISS  G . 

No  more  let  science  tempt  thy  searching  eyes. 
Beyond  the  bounds  prescribd  to  mortal  sight, 

No  more  adventrous  mount  the  lofty  skies, 
And,  daring,  penetrate  the  reahns  of  light. 

With  humble  mind  go  trace  thy  ^Maker's  hand 
In  every  smiling  valley,  fertile  plain  ; 

Adore  his  bounty  in  the  cultur'd  land. 
Revere  his  wisdom  in  the  stormy  main  ! 

Nor  thoughtless  view  the  vast  tremendous  sea, 
Whose  course  impetuous  power  divine  restrains) 

Wiiose  rushing  tide,  control'd  by  Heaven's  decree, 
Forbears  to  violate  the  flowery  plains. 

Nor  yet  con^ne  to  these  thy  wandering  siirht. 
While  splendid  gems  the  face  of  Heaven  adorn  ; 

Nor  heedless  view  the  radiant  lamps  of  night. 
Nor  heedless  view  the  sun  that  gilds  the  morn  : 

But  turn  with  praise  to  him  who  reigns  above, 
Supreme  o'er  works  that  speak  Almighty  power  ; 

O  !  turn  a  grateful  bosom  breathing  love, 
And  learn  the  noblest  lesson — to  adore  ! 


74 


DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN. 

Go,  raournful  spirit,  wing  thy  dreary  way, 

Leave  a  lov'd  mansion,  leave  tlie  cheerful  dayj 

A  naked  wanderer  on  the  winter's  wind, 

Ah  leave,  reluctant,  youth  and  strengtli  behind! 

Not  long  a  wanderer,  to  that  happier  shore 

Be  Heaven  thy  guide,  wliere  mourning  is  no  more ! 

In  purer  mansions,  in  a  form  divine, 

Immortal  youth,  immortal  joy  be  thine  ! 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  FOUNTAIN. 

O  YOU,  who  mark  what  flowerets  gay, 
What  gales,  what  odours  breathing  near, 

What  sheltering  shades  from  summer's  ray 
Allure  my  spring  to  linger  here : 

Yet  see  me  quit  this  margin  green, 
Yet  see  me  deaf  to  pleasure's  call, 

Explore  the  thirsty  haunts  of  men, 
Yet  see  my  bounty  flow  for  all. 

O,  learn  of  me — no  partial  rill, 
No  slumbering  selfish  pool  be  you  : 

But  social  laws  alike  fulfil ; 
O  flow  for  all  creation  too! 


7* 


TO  THE  THAMES. 

Nearer  to  my  grove,  O  Thames  ! 
Lead  along  thy  sultry  streams, 
Summer  fires  the  stagnant  air, 
Come  and  cool  thy  bosom  there ! 
Trees  shall  shelter,  zephyrs  play, 
Odours  court  thy  smiling  stay ; 
There  the  lily  lifts  her  head, 
Fairest  child  of  nature's  bed. 

Oh !  Thames,  my  promise  all  was  vain  : 
Autumnal  storms,  autumnal  rain. 
Have  spoil'd  that  fragrance,  strip'd  those  shades, 
Hapless  flower  I  that  lily  fades. — 
What  ?  if  chance,  sweet  evening  ray, 
Or  western  gale  of  vernal  day, 
Momentary  bloom  renews, 
Heavy  witli  unfertile  dews 
It  bends  again,  and  seems  to  cry, 
'  Gale  and  sunsiiine,  come  not  nigh  ! 
Why  reclaim  from  winter's  pow'r 
This  wither'd  stalk,  no  more  a  flow'r !' 
Such  a  flower,  niy  youthful  i)rime, 
Chill'd  by  rigour,  sapp'd  by  time, 
Shrinks  beneath  the  clouded  storm  : 
What?  if  Beauty's  beaming  form, 
And  Cambrian  virgins'  vocal  air 
Expand  to  smiles  my  brow  of  care  : 
That  beam  withdrawn,  that  melting  sound, 
The  dews  of  death  hang  heavier  round, 
No  more  to  spring,  to  bloom,  to  be, 
I  bow  to  fate  and  Heaven's  decree. 


76  TO  MISS  K ■  P . 

Come  then,  Cambrian  virgin,  come, 
AVit'.i  all  thy  music  seek  my  tomb, 
With  all  thy  grace,  thy  modest  state, 
AVith  all  thy  virtues,  known  too  late! 
Come,  a  little  moment  spare 
From  pious  rites  and  filial  care  ! 
Give  my  tomb — no  heartfelt  sigh, 
No  tear  convulsing  pity's  eye  ! 
Gifts  of  too  endearing  name 
For  you  to  grant,  for  mc  to  claim  ; 
But  bring  the  song — whose  healing  sounds 
Were  balm  to  all  my  festering  wounds. 
Bring  the  lyre — by  music's  pow'r 
My  soul  entranc'd  shall  wait  the  hour, 
The  dread  majestic  hour  of  doom, 
When  through  the  grave,  and  through  the  gloon»; 
Heaven  shall  burst  in  iioods  of  day  : 
Dazzled  with  so  fierce  a  ray, 
My  aching  eyes  shall  turn  to  view 
Its  milder  beams  reflect  from  you. 


TO  3IISS  K- 


Gi:ntle  Kitty  take  the  lyre 

Thy  magic  hands  alone  inspire ! 

But  wake  not  once  such  swelhng  chords 

As  rouse  Ambition's  stormy  lords, 

Nov  airs  that  jocund  tabors  play 

To  dancing  youth  in  shades  of  May, 

Nor  songs  that  shake  old  Picton's  tovv'rs, 

Wheo  feast  and  music  blend  their  pow'rs ! 


TO  MISS  K P .  77 

But  notes  of  mildest  accent  call, 

Of  plaintive  touch  and  dyin^  fall ; 

Notes,  to  which  thy  hand,  thy  tongue, 

Thy  every  tender  power  is  strung. — 

Cambrian  maid,  repeat  that  strain  ! 

Soothe  my  widow'd  bosom's  pain  ! 

Its  passions  own  thy  nielting  tones; 

Sighs  succeed  to  bursting  groans  ; 

Soft  and  softer  still  they  flow, 

Breathing  more  of  love  than  woe  ; 

Glistening  in  my  eye  appears 

A  tenderer  dew  than  bitter  tears; 
Springing  hope  despair  beguiles, 

And  sadness  softens  into  smiles. 

I  quit  thy  lyre — but  still  the  train 
Of  sweet  sensations  warms  my  brain. 

What.?  though  social  joy  and  love 

Forget  to  haunt  my  sullen  grove  : 

Though  there  my  soul,  a  stagnant  flood, 

Nor  flows  its  own  or  others  good, 

Emblem  of  yon  faded  flow'r. 

That,  cliilld  by  frost,  expands  no  more; 

The  dreary  scene  yet  sometimes  closes, 

When  sleep  inspires,  on  beds  of  roses, 

Such  dear  delusions,  fairy  charms, 

As  Fancy  dreams  in  Virtue's  arms. 

For  see,  a  gracious  form  is  near  1 

She  comes  to  dry  my  falling  tear  : 

One  pious  hand,  in  pity  spread, 

Supports  my  else  unshelter'd  !iead; 

The  other  waves,  to  chase  away 

The  spectres  har.nting  all  my  day  : 

She  calls — above,  below,  around. 

Sweet  fragrance  brealhes,  sweet  voice?  ?onnd — 


78  TO  MISS  K P . 

Such  a  balm  to  wounded  minds, 

GoHtle  Kitty,  slumber  finds  ; 

Such  a  change  i:i  niiseiy's  due — 

— Who  vrakes  to  grief  should  dream  of  you. 


TO  MISS  K- 


Ah  !  bow  to  music,  bow  my  lays 

To  beauty's  noblest  ait ! 
To  reiicl!  the  bosom  mine  the  praise, 

But  thine  to  uielt  tiie  heart. 

'Tis  mine  to  close  Affliction's  wounds, 
To  brigliteu  Fleasui  e's  eye  : 

But  tliine,  by  sweet  dissolving  sounds, 
To  make  it  bliss  to  die. 

My  notes  but  kindle  cold  desire, 
Ah !  what  you  feel  for  me  ! 

Diviner  passions  thine  inspire, 
Afi !  what  I  feel  for  thee  ! 

Associate  tjieu  thy  voice,  thy  touch, 
()  wed  to  mine  thy  pow'rs  ! 

Be  such  at  least,  nor  blush  at  such, 
Connubial  union  oui's! 


TO  MISS  K- 

Why,  Kitty,  with  that  tender  air, 
Those  eyes  to  earth  inclin'd, 

Those  timid  blushes,  why  despair 
Of  empire  o'er  Uiankind  ? 


TO  MISS  K p .  7y 

Ah  !  know,  tliat  Beauty's  surest  arms 

Are  candour,  softness,  ease ; 
Your  sweet  distrust  of  pleasing  charms 

Ts  half  the  charm  to  please. — 

Respect  your  own  harmonious  art ! 

For  love  securest  wounds, 
Securest  takes  the'  imprison'd  heart, 

Entranc'd  by  magic  sounds  ! 

If  flowers  of  fiction's  irrowth,  you  call 

Tiiis  wreath  that  truth  bestows ; 
Survey  around  your  Attic  wall 

Each  peuciU'd  ^  form  that  glows  : 

And  ask  the  youths !  what  heavenly  fair 

Their  tenderest  vows  inspires? 
If  Juno's  more  than  regal  air, 

Or  fierce  Minerva's  fires? 

'Tis  bashfiil  Venus  they  prefer, 

Retiring  from  the  view  ; 
And  what  their  lips  address  to  her, 

Their  bosoms  feel  for  you. 


TO  MISS  K /J 

Your  bosom's  sweet  treasures  thus  ever  disclose  ! 

For  believe  my  ingenuous  confession. 
The  veil  meant  to  hide  them,  but  only  bestows 

A  softness  transcending  expression. 

<  GoodHeaven !'  cries  Kitty, '  what  language  I  hear 
Have  I  trespass'd  on  Chastity's  laws  ? 

Is  my  tucker's  clear  muslin  indecently  clear  ? 
Is  it  no  satin  apron,  but  cauzer' 

'  Diawings  from  antique  statuPi. 


80  TO  MISS  K P . 

Ah,  no! — not  the  least  swelling  charm  is  descried 

Through  the  dicker,  too  bashfully  decent ; 
And  your  apron  hides  all  that  short  aprons  can  hide, 

From  the  fashion  of  Eve  to  the  present. 
The  veil,  too  transparent  to  hinder  the  sight, 

Is  what  modesty  throws  on  your  mind  : 
That  veil  only  shades,  with  a  tenderer  light, 

Ail  the  feminine  graces  behind. 


TO  3IISS  K- 


5i  nil  arbie  avoit  du  sentiment,  il  se  plairoit  a  voir  celni  qui 
le  ciiltive  se  leposer  sous  son  ombiage,  respirei  le  pai- 
Juin  de  ses  fleiiis,  gouter  la  douceur  dc  ses  fjuits  :  Je  suis 
tet  arbre,  cultive  par  vous,  et  la  Nature  lu'  a  doniie  uue 
ame.  MARMONTEL. 


Amid  thy  native  mountains,  Cambrian  fair, 
Were  some  lone  plant  supported  by  thy  care, 
Sav'd  from  the  blast,  from  winter's  chilling  powers, 
In  vernal  suns,  in  vernal  shades  and  showers, 
By  thee  reviving :  did  the  favonr'd  tree 
Exist,  and  blossom  and  mature  by  thee: 
To  that  selected  plant  did  Heaven  dispense, 
With  vegetable  life,  a  nobler  sense : 
Would  it  not  bless  thy  virtues,  gentle  maid  ? 
Would  it  not  woo  thy  beauties  to  its  shade  ? 
Bid  all  its  buds  in  rich  luxuriance  shoot. 
To  crown  thy  sunmier  with  autumnal  fruit, 
Spread  all  its  leaves,  a  pillow  to  thy  rest, 
Give  all  its  flowers  to  languish  on  thy  breast, 
Roject  the  tendrils  of  the'  uxorious  vine, 
And  stretch  its  ioncinc  arms  to  circle  thine  ? 


TO  MISS  K P .  81 

Yes  ;  in  Creation's  intellectual  leisin, 
Where  life,  sense,  reason,  witlj  pro:^ressive  cliain, 
Dividing,  blending,  form  the'  harmonious  whole: 
— That  plant  am  I,  distinguish'd  by  a  soul. 


TO  3nss  K- 


WITH  ANSON'S  VOYAGE. 

Raptur'd  traveller,  cease  the  tales 
Of  Tinian's  lawns,  Fernandes'  vales; 
Of  isles,  concentering  Nature's  charms, 
Lapt  in  peaceftil  Ocean's  arms  ; 
Of  that  Hesperian  world,  which  lies 
Beneath  the  smile  of  southern  skies, 
Where  Zephyr  waves  unflagging  wings, 
AVhere  Albion's  Summers,  Latian  Springs 
Join  thy  autumns,  smiling  France, 
And  lead  along  the'  eternal  dance! 
These  enchanting  scenes,  and  all 
That  wake  to  form  at  Fancy's  call, 
And  all  the  sportive  pencil  traces. 
Are  feeble  types  of  living  graces  ; 
Of  moral  charms,  that  mental  tlirone 
Unclouded  Beauty  calls  her  own  : 
Where  all  the  Sun's  meridian  blaze 
Is  twilight  gloom  to  Virtue's  rays. 
There  with  richer  blended  sweets 
Wedded  Spring  her  Autumn  meets  ; 
There  Fernandes'  brighter  shore, 
There  a  purer  Chili's  ore, 
Fruits  and  flowers  arc  there  combin'd 
In  fairer  Tinian — Kitty's  mind. 


82 


THE 

COMPLAINT  OF  CAMBRIA. 

TO    MISS    K P ,    SETTING    TO    MUSIC,  AND 

SINGING  ENGLISH  VERSES. 

DONE  INTO  ENGLISH  FROM  THE  WELSH  ORIGINAL. 

Degenerate  maid,  no  longer  ours! 
Can  Saxon  ditties  suit  thy  lyre  ? 
Accents  untun'd,  that  breathe  no  pow'rs 
To  melt  the  soul,  or  kindle  martial  tire  ? 

It  ill  becomes  thee  to  combine 

Such  hostile  airs  with  notes  divine, 
In  Cambrian  shades,  the  Druids  hallow'd  bounds, 
Whose  infont  voice  has  lisp'd  the  liquid   Celtic 

sounds. 

Revere  thy  Cambria's  flowing  tongue  ! 

Though  high-born  Hoel's  lips  are  dumb, 

Cadvvallo's  harp  no  more  is  strung. 

And  Silence  sits  on  soft  LUiellyn's  tomb  : 
Vet  songs  of  British  bards  remain, 
That,  wedded  to  thy  vocal  strain, 

Would  swell  melodious  on  the  mountain  breeze, 

And  roll  on   Milfords  wave   to  distant   echoing 
seas. — 

O  sing  thy  sires  in  genuine  strains  !  % 

When  Rome's  resistless  arm  prevail'd, 
When  Edward  delug'd  all  my  plains  ', 
And  all  tiie  imisic  of  my  mountains  fail'd  ; 


Edward  I.  put  to  death  all  tbe  Welsh  Bards. 


ON  AN  ASIATIC  LADY.  85 

Wiien  all  her  tiaincs  Rebelliou  spread, 
Firmly  tliey  stood — O  sintj  the  dead  ! 
The  theme  majestic  to  tiiy  lyre  belongs, 
To  Picton'?  lofty  walls,  and  Can-briau  virgins'  songs. 


OX  AN  ASIATIC  LADY. 

O  YOU  who  sail  on  India's  wealthy  v/ave, 

Of  gems  and  irold  who  spoil  the  radiant  East ; 

What  oceans,  say,  what  isles  of  fragrance  gave 
Tliis  fairer  treasnro  to  the  joyful  West  ? 

What  banks  of  Ganges,  and  what  balmy  skies 

Saw  the  first  infant  dawn  of  those  unclouded  eyes? 

By  easy  arts  while  Europe's  beauties  reign, 
Roll  the  bine  languish  of  their  humid  eye  ; 

Rule  willing  slaves,  who  court  and  kiss  the  chain, 
Self-vanquish'd,  helpless  to  resist  or  fly  ; 

Less  yielding  souls  confess  this  Eastern  Fair, 

And   lightning  melts  the  heart  that  milder  fire* 
would  spare. 

Of  gods,  enamour'd  with  a  mortal  dame. 
Let  Grecian  story  tell — the  gifts  display 

That  deck'd  Cassandra,  and  each  honour'd  name 
Lov'd  by  the  god,  who  guides  tiie  golden  day  : 

See !    Asia  triuinphs  in  a  brighter  scene  ; 

A  nobler  Phcelius  woos  her  Summer's  smiling  Queen. 

Sublimer  sense,  and  sprightlier  wit  to  please, 
Tiiat  Piicebus  gave ;  he  gave  the  voice  and  lyre, 

That  warble  sweeter  than  the  spicy  breeze, 
He  gave  w  hat  charms  meridian  suns  inspire  ; 


84  TO  THE  SA31E,  ON  HER  DRESS. 

What  precious  rays  from  Light's  pure  fountain 

stream, 
What  warm  the  diamond's  blaze  and  ruby's  flaming 
beam. 


TO    THE   SAME, 

ON  HER  DRESS. 

Ah,  envious  robe !  to  frustrate  Heaven's  intent, 
Concealing-  beauty  from  the  eye  of  day  ; 

Beauty  to  man  by  firacious  Nature  sent 
To  cheer  tlie  wanderer  on  his  lonesome  way. 

One  Power  wlio  wak'd  Aurora's  smiling  liglit 
Gave  skies  their  azure,  and  gave  vales  their  green, 

Form'd  tlie  quick  souse  for  wonder  and  delight, 
Made  eyes  to  see,  and  Laura  to  be  seen. 

Curs'd  be  the'  eclipse  that  plunges  morn  in  night, 
And  jealous  clouds  that  shade  the  landscape's 

On  envious  robes  severer  curses  light;         [scene  ; 
That  veil  the  beauties  of  my  summer's  queen ! 

Ah,  Laura!  cruel  Laura  !  why  constrain 
In  Art's  fantastic  drapery,  Nature's  ease? 

Why,  form'd  to  empire,  empire's  arts  disdain  ? 
Why,  born  for  pleasure,  still  refuse  to  please? 

Nor  yet  these  folds  on  folds,  this  load  of  dress. 
Shall  bar  approaches  to  poetic  love  ; 

No — where  the  Graces  sport  in  sweet  recess, 
'Tis  Fancy,  bold  intruder, joys  to  rove: 

Fancy,  pursuing  where  my  Laura  flies. 

With  wanton  gales  forbidden  charms  reveals; 

Betrays  her  slumbers,  and  with  eager  eyes 
The  panting  breast  devouring,  dreams  it  feels. 


TO  THE  SAME.  85 

Fancy,  indulgent  to  her  votary's  prayer, 

Shows  wliere,sequester'd  from  tlie  sultry  beam, 

The  Hmpid  wave  but  ill  conceal'd  tlie  fair, 
With  virgins  sporting  in  her  Ganges'  stream. 


TO  THE  SAME. 


Ah,  I.aura !  while  graces  and  songs, 
While  smiles,  winning  smiles  you  impart  j 

Indulgence  but  nurses  desire, 

I  sigh  for  that  treasure,  your  heart. 

'  Yes,  take,  too  presumptuous,'  she  cries, 
'  All  that  Virtue  can  wish  to  receive; 

Yes,  take  all  that  V^irtue  can  grant, 
A  heart  I  had  never  to  give. 

'  The  IMaid  of  the  North,  like  tlie  lake 
That  sleeps  by  her  peaceable  cot, 

Too  languishing  lives  but  for  one, 
Forgetting  the  world,  and  forgot. 

*  But  born  where  my  Ganges  expands, 

To  no  partial  channels  confin'd, 
Unfix'd  to  no  object,  I  flow 

With  innocent  smiles  on  mankind. 

*  Our  Asia's  bright  dames,  like  their  sun, 

Cheer  all  with  benevolent  reign. 
Coy  moons  Europe's  daughters  but  light 
A  single  disconsolate  swain,' 
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ON 

READING  THE  FOREGOING  VERSES. 

BY   MISS    G . 

Ah  !  Dorimant,  victim  to  Love, 

Too  tiitally  caught  in  iiis  wiles, 
Can  you  in  fair  Laura  approve 

Those  diffusive,  those  general  smiles  ? 

If  inconstancy  dwells  with  that  fire 
Wliich  the  sun-beams  of  Asia  impart ; 

Can  a  daughter  of  Europe  desire 
To  change  with  your  Laura  a  heart  ? 

No! — happier  the  temperate  mind, 

Which,  fix'd  to  one  object  alone, 
To  one  tender  passion  contin'd. 

Breathes  no  wishes,  no  sighs,  but  for  one, — 

Such  bliss  has  the  maid  of  the  plain, 
Though  secluded  she  lives  in  a  cot ; 

Yet,  rich  in  the  love  of  her  swain. 

She's  contented,  and  blesses  her  lot. — 

Ah  !  say,  if  deserving  thy  heart. 

The  too  undistinguishing  fair, 
Who  to  thousands  can  raptures  impart. 

And  the  raptures  of  thousands  can  share  ? 

Ah!  say,  does  she  merit  those  lays? 

Those  lays  which  true  passion  define  ?— 
No — unworthy  the  Fair  of  thy  praise, 

Who  can  listen  to  any  but  thine. 


LAURAS  ANSWER  TO  3IISS  G .  87 

SOXG. 

Hang  my  lyre  upon  the  willow, 

Sigh  to  winds  thy  notes  forlorn : 
Or,  along  the  foamy  billow 

Float  the  wrecking  tempest's  scorn. 
Sprightly  sounds  no  more  it  raises, 

Such  as  Laura's  smiles  approve  ; 
Laura  scorns  her  poet's  praises, 

Calls  his  artless  friendship  love  : 

Calls  it  love,  that  spurning  duty, 

Spurning  Nature's  cliastest  ties, 
Mocks  thy  tears,  dejected  beauty. 

Sports  with  fallen  Virtue's  sighs. 

Call  it  love,  no  more  profaning 

Truth  with  dark  Suspicion's  wound  ; 

Or,  my  fair,  the  term  retaining. 

Change  the  sense,  preserve  the  sound. 

Yes,  'tis  love — that  name  is  given, 

Angels,  to  your  purest  flames  : 
Such  a  love  as  merits  Heaven, 

Heaven's  divinest  image  claims. 


LAURA'S  ANSiFER, 

TO  MISS  G . 


Soon  be  thy  lyre  to  winds  consign'd, 
Or  hurl'd  beneath  the  raging  deep, 

For  while  such  strains  seduce  my  mind, 
How  shall  my  heart  its  purpose  keep? 


88  REPLY  TO  MISS  G . 

Thy  artful  lays,  which  artless  seem, 
With  too  much  fondness  I  approve  ; 

Ah !  write  no  more  on  such  a  theme, 
Or  Laura's  friendship — ends  in  love. 


REPLY  TO  MISS  G 

Sappho,  while  your  Muse  of  fire, 
Listening  to  the  vocal  spheres, 

Sits  and  tempers  to  her  lyre 
Airs  divine  for  mortal  ears : 

Viewing  higher  orbs  that  glow, 

Ever  constant,  ever  true. 
Still  she  dreams  to  find  below 

Perfect  forms,  as  Heaven  and  you. 

Blame  not  Asia's  fair,  who  glances 
Random  smiles  in  heedless  ease, 

Shifts  at  will  her  wayward  fancies, 
Pleasing  all,  whom  all  can  please  ; 

Blame  her  not — no  envied  treasure 
Is  the  tenderer,  feeling  heart, 

Bosoms  quick  to  keener  pleasure 
Beat,  alas !  as  quick  to  smart. 

Who  with  eyes  that  ever  languish, 
Still  to  desarts  sighs  alone  ? 

Who  consumes  her  youth  in  anguish  ? 
She  who  keeps  a  heart  for  one. 

Tender  love  repaid  with  treason. 
Fortune's  frowns,  parental  power. 

Blast  her  in  the  vernal  season. 
Bend  her,  unsupported  flower. 
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Happier  she,  with  pliant  nature 

Fleeting,  fickle  as  the  wind  ; 
She,  who  proving  one  a  traitor, 

Turns  to  n-.eet  another  kind. 
Blame  her  not — with  Asian  rovers 

^\'hat  can  Asia's  fair  pursue  ? 
What?  but  lessons  taught  by  lovers, 

Like  the  (raitor,  treacherous  too. 

Why  should  faith,  obsequious  duty. 

Soothe  an  eastern  tyrant's  scorn? 
Who  but  rifles  joyless  beauty, 

Steals  the  honey,  leaves  tiie  thorn. 

Sadness  sits  by  Ganges'  fountains  ; 

How  can  echo  cheer  the  vale  ? 
What  repeat  from  fragrant  mountains? 

What  but  grief  and  horror's  tale  ? 
What  but  shrieks  of  wild  despair? 

What  but  shouts  that  murder  sleep? 
There  the  struggling,  fainting  fair  ; 

There — but  see  my  Sappho  weep  ! 
Change  the  strain ! — this  mournful  measure 

Melts,  oppresses  virtuous  hearts — 
Sappho,  wake  thy  lyre  of  pleasure  ! 

Sing  of  Europe's  happier  arts  ! 

Sing  of  all  the  mingled  blessing 

Reason,  tempering  passion,  knows  ; 
All  the  transport  of  possessing 

Unpluck'd  beauty's  willing  rose ! 
Sing  of  that  refin'd  sensation 

Mutual  melting  bosoms  prove, 
Souls  exchanged,  sweet  emanation. 

Separate  being  lost  in  love  f 
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Rapture's  tears,  voluptuous  stream ! 

Languor  stealing  sorrow's  sighs  j 
Sinsj  of  love — tliystif  the  theme! 

Sing  of  love — thyself  the  prize ! 


TO  MISS  G- 


Ah  !  leave,  you  cry,  the  harp  unstrung, 
For  Fortune  shifts  her  fickle  wind  : 

Resume  thy  lyre,  on  willows  hung, 
To  sing  the  fair,  no  longer  kind. 

No — nearer  view  my  alter'd  state, 
For  fear  too  high,  for  hope  too  low  j 

Beneath  the  victor's  joyful  fate, 
Yet  far  above  the  captive's  woe. 

The  charms  of  sense  no  more  beguile ; 

On  Reason's  lap  I  lay  me  down  : 
If  claiming  now  no  beauties'  smile, 

Appears  it  just  to  meet  their  frown? 

Light  insects  they,  of  gaudy  hues. 
Admire  the  glare  of  youthful  day. 

Still  b.ithe  in  morn's,  not  evening's  dews, 
From  siiades  of  autumn  tleet  away. 

Behold  their  train  of  captains,  beaux  ! 

Disdain  n)y  breast,  disdain  to  sigh  ! 
To  these  the  fair,  the  rivals  those, 

The  son  of  Jove's  be  my  reply : 

*  Ah,  why  desert  the'  Olympic  games? 

Aspire  to  victory  !'  Philip  cries  : 
'  I  coTTy,'  young  Aminon  fierce  exclaims, 

'  If  kings  my  rival.-s,  thrones  the  prize.' 
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Yes,  letter'd  maid  !  ray  soul  approve, 

The  seat  no  more  of  vain  desires  : 
Extinguish'd  there  the  flame  of  love, 

Extingnish'd  there  Ambition's  fires! 

To  save  from  vice,  from  folly  save, 
Wliat  aid  can  beauty,  povv.jr,  afford  ? 

Unworthy  love  to  call  thee  slave, 
Unworthy  crowds  to  call  thee  lord  ! 

Pare  reason,  yes  ;  pure  truth — but  why, 

Ah,  why !  rebellious  heart  declare, 
With  flattering  pulse  and  stifled  sigh, 

That  other  tenants  harbour  there? 

Go — tranquil  Hope,  by  turns  to  dwell, 
Expelling  Reason  Pleasure's  court. 

Expelling  Passion  Wisdom's  cell : 

Go — Reason's,  Passion's  nnitual  sport. 

Vain  dreamer ! — rather  both  revere. 

But  neitlier's  sole  dominion  own: 
When  Heaven  assign'd  to  each  their  sphere, 

It  never  meant  excluding  one: 

Excluding  which  ? — objections  wait 

On  vain  pretensions  either  forms  ; 
Alike  to  life's  salubrious  stale 

Ye  both  are  fatal — calms  and  storms. 
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TO  LAURA, 

ON  HER    RECEIVING  A  IMYSTERIOUS   LETTER  FROM 
A  METHODIST  DIVINE. 

The  Doctor  wakes  early — half  drest  in  his  cassock, 
He  steals  from  his  consort  to  write  ;       [hassock 

Slie  sleeps — and  sweet  Heaven  is  invok'd  from  his 
To  lengthen  the  trance  of  her  night. 

Now  he  writes  to  the  fair,  with  what  fervour  he 
Heaven's  glory  concern'd  in  her  fame  ;      fpaints 

How  he  raves  upon  grace,  and  the  union  of  Saints, 
Idolatry,  raptures,  and  flame  ! 

Equivocal  priest,  lay  solemnity  by, 

Deceiver  thyself,  or  deceiv'd  ! 
When  you  kneel  to  the  idol  of  beauty,  and- sigh, 

Are  your  ardours  for  Heaven  believ'd  ?. 

Will  the  heart  that  is  kindled  from  passions  below 

Ascend  in  pure  spirit  above  ? 
Ah  !  analyse  better,  as  blended  they  glow, 

The  flames  of  religion  and  love. — 

Quit  the  Teacher,  my  fair  one,  and  listen  to  me, 

A  Doctor  less  grave  and  severe ! 
Who  eternity's  joys  for  the  virtuous  can  see, 

Consistent  with  happiness  here. 

Still  reverence,  I  preach,  those  endearing  relations 

Of  daughter,  of  parent,  of  wife : 
Yet  I  blame  not  your  relish  for  slighter  sensations 

Tiiat  sweeten  the  medicine  of  life. 


TO  LAURA.  '.'  j 

Know,  the  virtue  it  cherishes  Heaven  will  reward, 
But  attend  to  no  blasphemous  tales, 

That  the  blaze  of  the  Deity  shines  uniinpair'd, 
Though  human  infirmity  fails. 

Know  your  God  as  he  is,  wise,  good,  beyond 
measure, 

No  tyrant  in  horrors  array'd, 
But  a  Father,  who  smiles  on  the  innocent  plea5nie 

Of  amiable  creatures  he  made  ! — 

Still  please,  and  pursue  his  benevolent  ends, 
Still  enrapture  the  heart  and  the  ear  ! 

I  can  swear  for  myself,  and  beheve  for  my  friends, 
Our  morals  improve  as  we  hear. 

If  the  passions  are  waken'd  by  harmony's  charm, 
Their  breezes  waft  health  to  the  mind  ; 

What  our  reason  but  labours,  vain  toil !  to  disarm> 
By  virtue  and  song  are  refin'd. 

Ah  !  listen  to  me,  in  whose  natural  school 
Religion  leads  Truth  by  the  hand  ! — 

Who  regulates  faith  by  a  mystical  rule, 
But  builds  bis  foundation  on  sand ! 

By  the  winds  of  unreconcil'd  principles  driv'n, 
Still  fluctuates  the  Methodist's  plan; 

Now  he  wishes  you  chaste  for  the  glorj-  of  Hoav'n, 
— Now  frail — for  the  pleasure  of  man. 
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TO  THE  SAME. 

ON  POLITICS. 

From  moments  so  precious  to  life, 

All  politics,  Laura,  remove  ; 
Ruby  lips  must  not  animate  strife, 

But  breathe  the  sweet  language  of  love. 

What  is  party  ? — a  zeal  without  science, 

A  bubble  of  popular  fame  ; 
In  Nature  and  Virtue's  detiance, 

'Tis  Reason  enslav'd  to  a  name. 

'Tis  the  language  of  madness,  or  fashion. 
Where  knaves  only  guess  what  they  mean  ; 

'Tis  a  cloak  to  conceal  private  passion, 
To  indulge,  with  applause,  private  spleen. 

Can  I,  plac'd  by  my  Laura,  inquire. 

If  poison  or  claret  put  out 
Our  Churchill's  satirical  fire, 

If  Wilkes  lives  with  ears  or  without? 

When  you  vary  your  charms  with  your  patches, 

To  me  'tis  a  weightier  affair 
Than  who  writes  the  northern  dispatches, 

Or  sits  in  the  President's  chair. 

When,  by  Nature  and  Art  form'd  to  please. 
You  sing,  and  you  talk,  and  you  laugh  j 

Can  I  forfeit  such  raptures  as  these, 
To  dream  of  the  Chamberlain's  staff? 


TO  LAURA.  V'J 

Secure  under  Brunswick  and  Heaven, 

I  trust  the  state-vessel  sliail  nde  ; 
To  Bute  let  the  rudder  be  given, 

Or  Pitt  be  permitted  to  guide. 

At  Almack's  wlien  tlie  turtk-'s  well  dress'd, 
Must  I  kno\v  the  cook's  country,  or  starve? 

And  when  George  gives  us  Liberiys  teast, 
Not  taste,  till  Newcastle  shall  carve? 

Yet  think  not  that  wildly  I  range, 

With  no  sol)er  system  in  view  ; 
My  notions  are  (ixd,  thoui:!i  they  change. 

Applied  to  Great  Britain  and  you. 

There,  I  reverence  our  bright  constitution, 

Not  heeding  what  Cahunny  raves ; 
Yet  wish  for  a  new  Revolution, 

Should  rulers  treat  subjectis  as  slaves. 

Here,  the  doctruie  of  boundless  dominion, 

Of  boundless  obedience  is  mine  • 
Ah  !  my  fair,  to  cure  schism  in  opinion, 

Confess  non-resistance  is  thine. 


TO  LAURA. 

FAREWELL  TO  THE  ROSE. 


Go,  Rose — in  gaudy  gardens  wilt  thou  bloom, 
Far  from  the  silent  vale  of  peace  and  love  ? 

On  fluttering  insects  lavish  waste  perfume. 
Or  deck  the  fickle  wreath  that  folly  wove  ? 
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And  yet  the  fragrance  of  thy  evening  hour, 
Ambrosial  odours,  yet  to  nie  refiise  ? 

To  me,  wiio  pay  thy  sweets,  ungrateful  flow'r  ! 
With  rich  returns  of  incense  from  the  Muse  ? — 

Who  but  the  Muse  transplants  thee,  short-liv'dRose  ! 

From  mortal  regions  to  celestial  seats  ? 
By  memory's  fountain,  where  thy  buds  disclose 

Eternal  beauties,  with  eternal  sweets. 


SONG  TO  ^*'^*. 


What!  bid  me  seek  another  fair 
In  untried  paths  of  female  wiles? 

And  posies  wreathe  of  other  hair, 
And  bask  secure  in  other  smiles  ? 

Thy  friendly  stars  no  longer  prize, 

And  light  my  course  by  other  eyes  ? 

Ah,  no  ! — my  dying  hps  shall  close, 
Unalter'd  love,  as  faith,  professing  j 

Nor  praising  him  who  life  bestows, 
Forget  who  makes  that  gift  a  blessing. 

My  last  address  to  Heaven  is  due ; 

The  last  but  one  is  all — to  you. 


lirtum  ^Mta^4WemilJRA 


•SfptriSoj.fy/  John  Shjirpe. 
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ADDRESSED  TO 


THREE  LADIES, 

ON"  THE 

DEATH  OF  A  FAVOURITE  PARROWET^ 


Deep  from  your  halloAv'd  silent  shades, 
Attend,  attend,  ye  tunetiil  maids  ; 

Ye  Muses,  h:iste  along  : 
Inspire  the  tender,  uiovinji  lay, 
For  surely  sucli  a  niournf.d  day 

Demauds  a  serious  song. 

See  where  with  pity's  force  oppress'd, 
(While  risinK  sorrows  heave  each  breast) 

Three  gentle  Sisters  weep. 
See  how  they  point  with  streaming  eyes, 
Where  Parroquetta  slumbering  lies, 

Her  last,  eternal  sleep. 

In  vain  the  pride  of  beauty's  bloom. 
The  vivid  dye, the  varied  plume 

O'er  her  fair  form  were  spread: 
In  vain  the  scariet's  blushing  ray. 
Bright  as  the  orient  beam  of  day, 

Adcni'd  her  lovely  head. 
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Love,  beauty,  youth,  perfection, — all 
Together  undistinsjuisli'd  fall 

Before  the'  opposing  Fates, 
The  lisping  tongue,  tlie  silver  hairs, 
One  common  ruin  overbears, 

One  common  lot  awaits. 

Then  calm,  dear  Maids,  your  woes  to  peace, 
With  unavailing  sorrow  cease 

Your  favourite  to  deplore  ; 
For  know,  the  time  will  surely  come 
When  you  (though  now  in  beauty's  bloom) 

When  you  shall  charm  no  more. 

Learn  then  your  moments  to  employ 
In  virtuous  love,  ju  Hymen's  joy, 

Ere  yet  those  moments  fly ; 
For  Fate  has  doom'd  this  lot  severe, 
The  brightest  belle,  the  loveliest  Fair, 

Like  Parroquets,  must  die. 


A  TALE, 


FOUNDED  ON  AN  INCIDENT  AT  ST.  VINCENT'S 
ROCKS,  1779. 

High  on  the  cliffs  tremendous  side, 
That  frowning  hangs  o'er  Avon's  tide, 

Three  lasses  chauc'd  to  stray  ; 
To  pluck  the  casual  fiowerets  bent. 
Regardless  of  the  rough  ascent. 

They  wound  their  dangerous  way. 


TTUITTEN  IN  CHRIST  CHURCH. 

Ti!i  slowly  mounted  to  the  height, 
They  turn'd  their  view  in  wild  nftrij^ht, 

And  shuddering  niaik'd  the  steep  : 
O  !  then,  what  griei*  bedew  'd  each  eye, 
To  think  one  siip,  one  step  awry, 

Might  plunge  them  in  the  deep ! 

A  priest,  whom  soft  emotions  press 
To  succour  damsels  in  uislre.>s, 

That  instant  trod  the  shore  : 
With  happy  strength  and  steady  pace. 
Sate  to  the  rock's  tinie-moulder'd  base 

Each  trembling  nymph  he  bore. 

Learn  then  this  truth ; — the  careless  hour 
May  seek  a  gay,  but  treacherous  flower, 

Whose  honey  turns  to  gall: 
While  the  kind  parson's  timely  aid 
May  rescue  many  a  tottering  maid, 

And — save  from  many  a  fall. 


WRITTEN 


FRIDAY  EVENING,  FEBRLRY  5,  1762,  IN  THE 
CLOISTERS  OF  CHRIST  CHURCH,  OXON  ; 

On  being  disappointed  of  going  to  the  Asacmbit/  at  Xew- 
bury,  Berks. 

Loud  howl  tlie  winds  around  this  awful  pile, 
A  dusky  light  the  pale-eyed  moon-beams  shed; 

While  I  amid  the  long-drawn  cloistei'd  isle, 
Silent  and  sad,  the  letter'd  pavement  tread 
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AYhere,  low  in  earth ah !  never  more  to  rise, 

Unnotic'd,  unregarded,  and  unknown, 

Full  many  a  shrouded  student  sleeping  lies, 
O'er  whom  still  weeps  the  monumental  stone. 

Here,  as  I  pace  the  hallow'd  gloom  along 
Where  at  this  hour  no  other  foot  dares  rove  ; 

Quick  on  my  mind  what  dear  ideas  throng, 
How  heaves  my  hear  t,aad  melts  with  faithful  love. 

See,  see  my  Chloe  rises  to  my  view, 

In  all  the  pride  of  youth  and  virtue's  charms! 

Swift  as  the  winds  the  fair  one  I  pursue. 
But  clasp  an  empty  phantom  to  my  arms. 

Methinks  I  see  the  dance's  circhng  round, 
The  cheerful  music,  hark  !  methinks,  I  hear  ! 

The  viol  sweet,  and  hautboy's  gladsome  sound, 
And  sprightly  tabor  strike  my  wondering  ear. 

But  ah !  again  the  pleasing  dream  is  gone  ; 

Swift  as  the  gales,  see  !  see !  it  flies  away  ; 
And  leaves  me  wretched,  darkhng,  and  alone, 

Amidst  this  melancholy  scene  to  stray. 

O !  hear,  ye  gods,  accept  my  humble  pray'r ! 

Grant  me,  O  !  grant  ray  heart's  fond,  best  desire; 
Give  to  my  faithful  arms,  my  constant  Fair ; 

Give  this nor  wealth,  nor  honours  I  require. 


TO 

MISS  SLOCOCKy 

OF  NEWBURY,  BERKS, 

WRITTEN  ON  BOARD  THE  AMBUSCADE,  JAN.  6th, 
1763,  A  SHORT  TIME  BEFORE  THE  ATTACK  OF 
NOVA  COLONIA  DO  SACRAMENTO,  IN  THE  RIVER 
OF  PLATE. 

The  Fates  ordain,  we  must  obey  ; 
This,  this  is  doom'd  to  be  the  day  ; 

The  hour  of  war  draws  near  : 
The  eager  crew  with  busy  care 
Their  instruments  of  death  prepare, 

And  banish  every  fear. 

The  martial  tnimpets  call  to  arms. 
Each  breast  with  such  an  ardour  warms, 

As  Britons  only  know  : 
The  Hag  of  battle  waving  high, 
Attracts  with  joy  each  Briton's  eye; 

With  terror  strikes  the  foe. 

Amidst  this  nobly  awful  scene, 
Ere  yet  fell  slaughter's  rage  begin. 

Ere  Death  his  conquests  swell ; 
Let  me  to  Love  this  tribute  pay, 
For  Polly  frame  the  parting  lay  ; 

Perhaps,  my  last  farewell : 

For  since,  full  low  among  the  dead. 
Must  many  a  gallant  youth  be  laid, 
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Ere  this  day's  work  be  o'er ; 
Perhaps  e'en  I,  with  joyful  eyes 
Who  saw  this  morning's  sun  arise, 

Shall  see  it  set  no  more. 

My  love,  that  ever  burnt  so  true, 
That  but  for  thee  no  wishes  knew  j 

My  heart's  fond,  best  desire ! 
Shall  be  remember'd  e'en  in  death, 
And  only  with  ray  latest  breath. 
With  life's  last  pang  expire. 

And  when,  dear  maid,  my  fate  you  hear, 
(Sure  love  like  mine  demands  one  tear, 

Demands  one  heart-felt  sigh) 
My  past  sad  errors,  O  forgive ! 
Let  my  few  virtues  only  live. 

My  follies  with  me  die. 

But  hark  !  the  voice  of  battle  calls; 
Loud  thundering  from  the  towery  walls 

Now  roars  the  hostile  gun  ; 
Adieu,  dear  maid  ! — with  ready  feet, 
I  go  prepar'd  the  worst  to  meet, 

Thy  w  ill,  O  God,  be  done ! 
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ELEGY 

ON  LEAVING  THE  RIVER  OF  PLATE, 

Jfter  the  unsuccessful  Attack  of  Nova  Colonia  do  Sacra, 
mento,  by  the  Lord  Clive  of  64  Guns,  the  Ambuscade 
of  40,  and  the  Gloria  of  :?8,  in  which  the  former  was 
unfortunately  burned,  -with  the  greatest  Part  of  her 
Crew  1  ;  and  the  two  latter  obliged  to  retire  in  a  -eery 
shattered  Condition. 

While  the  torn  vessel  stems  her  labouring  way, 
Ere  yon  blue  hills  sink  ever  from  my  view  j 

Let  me  to  sorrow^  raise  the  tribute-lay  j 
And  take  of  them  my  long,  my  last  adieu ! 

Adieu  !  ye  walls  ;  thou  fatal  stream  farewell ; 

By  war's  sad  chance  beneath  whose  muddy  wave 
Full  many  a  gallant  youth  untimely  fell, 

Full  many  a  Briton  found  an  early  grave. 

Beneath  thy  tide,  ah !  silent  now  they  roll, 
Or  strew  with  mangled  limbs  thy  sandy  shore  ; 

The  trumpet's  call  no  more  awakes  their  soul ! 
The  battle's  voice  they  now  shall  hear  no  more! 

In  vain  the  constant  wife  and  feeble  sire, 
Expectant,  wish  their  lov'd  return  to  see  ; 

In  vain  their  infant's  Usping  tongues  inquire, 
And  wait  the  story  on  their  father's  knee. 

1  Oat  of  3i0  persons  ou  board,  ouly  "JS  escaped. 


1 2  ELEGY. 

Ah  !  nought  avails  their  anxious,  busy  care ; 

Far,  far  they  lie,  on  hostile  seas  they  fell ; 
The  wife's,  sire's,  infant's  joy,  no  more  to  share, 

The  tale  of  glorious  deeds  no  more  to  tell. 

Learn  then,  ye  Fair,  for  others'  woes  to  feel, 
Let  the  soft  tear  bedew  the  sparkling  eye  ; 

When  the  brave  perish  for  their  country's  weal, 
'Tis  pity's  debt  to  heave  the  heartfelt  sigh. 

Ah  !  glorious  Drake  !  far  other  lot  was  thine, 
Fate  gave  to  thee  to  quell  the  hostile  pride  ; 

To  seize  the  treasures  of  Potosi's  mine, 
And  sail  triumphant  o'er  La  Platas  tide. 

But  Providence,  on  secret  wonders  bent. 
Conceals  its  purposes  from  mortal  view  ; 

And  Heaven,  no  doubt  with  some  all-wise  intent. 
Denied  to  numbers  what  it  gave  to  few. 


ELEGY 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  MISS  MARY  PENROSE, 

WHO  DIED  DECEMBER  18,  1764,  IN  THE  XINETtENTH  YEAR 
OF  HER  AGE. 

Heard  ye  the  bell  from  yonder  dusky  tow'r? 

Deep,  deep  it  tolls  the  summons  of  the  dead; 
And  marks  with  sullen  note  the  solemn  hour, 

That  calls  Maria  to  her  earthy  bed. 

O !  come,  ye  mournful  virgin  train,  attend  ; 

With  musing  step,  the  hallow'd  place  draw  near; 
View  there  your  once-lov'd,  happy,  blooming  friend, 

Now  silent,  slumbering  on  the  sable  bier. 
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Come  ye,  who  join'd  iu  frienclsliip's  sacred  tic, 
With  her  engag'd  in  pleasiire's  guiltless  scene  j 

Who  shar'd  with  her  the  tender,  social  joy, 

Wove  the  gay  dance,  or  trod  the  flowery  green  j 

Mark  here,  O!  mark,  how  chang'd,  how  altcr'dlies 
The  breast  that  once  with  vouth's  warm  tide  beat 
high  ; 
Read  your  own  fate  in  her's; — in  time  be  wise, 


Like  drooping  lilies  cropt  by  wintry  wind, 

For  fate  has  dooni'd  the  hour  when  die  you  must, 

r»Inst  leave  the  world's  fantastic  dreams  behind. 
And  sleep,  and  mingle,  with  your  parent  dust. 

Say,  are  your  forms  with  youth's  soft  graces  dress'd  ? 

Say,  are  they  ting'd  with  beauty's  brigiitest  bloom  r 
So  once  was  her's — by  you — hy  all  confess'd, 

Till  death  untimely  swept  iier  to  the  tomb. 

Her  eyes  beani'd  out,  how  innocent,  ho>v  meek  ! 

At  whost'  rebuke  vice  shrunk  abash'd  and  pale; 
Like  vernal  roses  blusli'd  her  modest  check, 

Like  them  as  lovely,  and  like  them  as  frail. 

How  was  she  skill'd  the  softest  breasts  to  move! 

Of  hardest  hearts  the  passions  rongli  to  bend  ; 
How  was  she  skill'd  to  win  the  general  love  ! 

How  form'd  to  bless  the  husband  or  the  fi  iend ! 

"With  meek-soul'd  charity,  with  pitying  hands, 
To  misery  oft  her  little  store  she  gave  ; 

Now  she  herself  our  tlowing  tears  demands. 
And  bids  our  pious  drops  bedew  her  grave. 
m 
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Tliere  on  her  dusty  couch  in  fiin)  repose, 

Deaf  to  our  call,  the  clay-cold  shimberer  lies ; 

Her  beauty  failed  like  the  blasted  rose, 

Mute  her  sweet  tongue,  and  clos'd  her  radiant 
eyes. 

Full  many  an  hour  of  agonizing;  pain 

She,  patient  sufferer,  bore  her  lot  severe  ; 

Well  did  the  anguish  of  her  soul  restrain, 
Nor  dropt  one  female,  one  repining  tear. 

Midst  life  s  last  pangs  Religion  lent  her  aid, 
And  wip'd  with  lenient  hand  her  misty  eyes ; 

With  bless'd  assurance  cheer'd  the  pain-worn  maid, 
And  bade  her  hopes,  high-isoaring,  reach  the  skies. 

There  now,  enroU'd  with  heavenly  angels  bright, 
Whose  hallow'd  hymns  their  Maker's  glories  raise. 

She  shines,  refulgent  in  the  blaze  of  light, 
And  swells  with  raptur'd  voice  the  note  of  praise. 

Look  down,  bless'd  saint,  O  !  turn  a  pitying  eye  ! 

If  yet  in  Heaven  a  brother's  name  be  dear : 
In  the  dread  hour  of  danger  be  tiiou  nigh. 

And  lead  me  far  from  vice's  baneful  snare. 

Teach  me,  whate'er  ray  future  lot  shall  be, 
To  God's  just  Will  my  being  to  resign: 

Teach  me  to  sail  through  life's  tempestuous  sea: 
And  like  thy  latest  parting  hour  be  mine ! 
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MY  DEAREST   WIFE, 

ON  OUR  WEDDING-DAY,  1768. 

The  happy  morn's  arriv'd  at  last. 
That  binds  our  nuptial  union  fast ; 
And  knits  our  plighted  vows  in  one, 
With  bonds  that  ne'er  can  be  undone. 
Can  I  be  backward  then,  to  pay 
The  tribute  of  this  joyful  day? 
Can  I  refuse  my  voice  to  raise, 
And  hymn  to  God  the  song  of  praise  ? 
No — surely  gratitude  demands 
This  humble  action  from  my  hands, 
And  bids  me  bless  tiiat  God  who  gave 
Safe  passage  o'er  the  stormy  wave; 
Who  tarn'd  the  shafts  of  war  aside, 
And  bless'd  me  with  so  lov'd  a  Bride. 
O  !  be  that  season  ne'er  forgot, 
When  Hope  itself  could  flatter  not, 
V/hen  doubts  were  all  my  souls  employ, 
Nor  dar'd  I  paint  the  present  joy. 
But  yet,  my  love,  be  mine  the  blame, 
Thy  goodness  ever  was  the  same  ; 
The  fault  was  mine,  misguided  youth  ! 
When  Folly  held  the  place  of  Truth, 
And  Vice  and  Error's  syren  smile 
My  artless  bosom  did  beguile. 
What,  though  by  heedless  heat  niisicd, 
To  war  and  foreign  climes  I  fled, 
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Forsook  thy  love,  and  peaceful  ease, 

And  ploiigird,  long  plough'd,  the  Southern  seas  ; 

Yet,  though  unworthy  of  thy  care, 

Thy  kind,  dear  love,  pursued  me  there, 

And  midst  the  battle's  horrid  strife 

Thy  tender  prayer  preserv'd  ray  life. 

God  heard  thy  prayers^  my  heart's  lov'd  queen  ! 

His  shield  protected  me  unseen; 

His  favour  kept  me  safe  from  harms. 

And  iodg'd  me  in  thy  faithful  arms  : 

Be't  then  my  task,  with  grateful  breast 

To  hush  thy  every  care  to  rest, 

And  make  thee,  while  thy  love  survives, 

The  happiest  of  all  happy  Wives  I 

Yes,  yes,  my  dear,  the  nuptial  vow 

8hall  ever  bind  as  strong  as  now ; 

My  duty  I  shall  ne'er  forego, 

No  change,  no  other  wish  I'll  know  ; 

But  still  III  prove  to  life's  last  end, 

The  kindest  Husband,  truest  Friend- 
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Swell  the  clarion,  sweep  the  string, 
Blow  into  lage  the  Muse's  tires  ! 
All  thy  answers,  Echo,  bring, 
Let  wood  and  dale,  let  rock  and  valley  ring, 
'Tis  Madness'  self  inspires. 

Hail,  awful  Madness,  hail ! 
Thy  realm  extends,  thy  powers  prevail, 
Far  as  the  voyager  spreads  his  ventrous  sail. 
Nor  best  nor  wisest  are  exempt  from  thcCj 
Follv — FolK's  onlv  free. 
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Hark ! — To  the  astonish'd  ear 
Tiie  gale  conveys  a  strange  tnniiiltiious  sound. 
They  now  approach,  they  now  appear, — 

Frenzy  leads  her  chorus  near, 

And  demons  dance  around. — 

Pride — Ambition  idly  vain, 
Revenge  and  MaUce  swell  her  train, — 
Devotion  warp'd — Affection  crosl — 
Hope  in  disappointment  lost — 
And  injur'd  Merit,  with  a  downcast  eye, 
(Hurt  by  neglect)  slow  stalking  heedless  by. 

Loud  the  shouts  of  Madness  rise. 
Various  voices,  various  cries, 
Mirth  unmeaning — causeless  moans, 
Bursts  of  laughter — heart-felt  groans — 
All  seem  to  pierce  the  skies. — 

Rough  as  the  wintry  wave,  that  roars 
On  Thule's  desart  shores, 
Wild  raving  to  the'  unfeeling  air, 
The  fetter'd  Maniac  foams  along, 
(Rage  the  burden  of  his  jarring  song)  [liair. 

In  rage  he  grinds  his  teetii,and  rends  his  streaming 

No  pleasing  memory  left — forgotten  quite 

All  former  scenes  of  dear  delight; 

Connubial  love — parental  joy — 
No  sympathies  Hke  these  his  soul  employ, 
— But  all  is  dark  within,  all  furious  black  depair. 

Not  so  the  love-lorn  Maid, 
By  too  much  tenderness  betray'd ; 
Her  gentle  breast  no  angry  passion  fires. 
But  slighted  vows  possess, and  fainting,  soft  desires. 
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She  yet  retains  her  wonted  f5i\me, 
All — but  in  reason,  still  the  same :  — 
Streaining  eyes, 
Incessant  sighs, 
Dim  haggard  looks,  and  clouded  o'er  with  care. 
Point  out  to  Pity's  tears  the  poor  distracted  Fair. 
Dead  to  the  world — her  fondest  wishes  cross'd, 
She  mourns  herself  thus  early  lost 

Now,  sadly  gay,  of  sorrows  past  she  sings, 
Now,  pensive,  ruminates  unutterable  things : 
She  starts — she  flies — who  dares  so  rude 
On  her  sequester'd  steps  intrude? — 

'Tis  he — the  Momus  of  the  flighty  train-— 
Merry  mischief  fills  his  brain. 
Blanket-rob'd,  and  autic-crown'd. 
The  mimic  monarch  skips  around ; 
Big  with  conceit  of  dignity  he  smiles,    [wiles. — 
And  plots  his  frolics  quaint,  and  unsuspected 

Laughter  was  there — but  mark  that  groan, 

Drawn  froai  the  inmost  soul ! 
*  Give  the  knife,  demons,  or  the  poisou'd  bowl, 
To  finish  miseries  equal  to  your  own,' — 

Who's  this  wretch,  with  horror  wild? — 
— 'Tis  Devotion's  ruin'd  child : — 
Sunk  in  the  empliasis  of  grief. 
Nor  can  he  feel,  nor  dares  he  ask  rehef. — 

Thou,  fair  Religion,  wast  design'd. 
Duteous  daughter  of  the  skies, 
To  warm  and  cheer  the  human  mind, 
To  make  men  happy,  good,  and  wise. 
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To  point  where  sits,  in  love  array'd, 
Attentive  to  each  suppliant  cull, 
The  God  of  universal  aid, 
The  God,  the  Father  of  us  all  I 

First  shown  by  thee,  thus  «;lo\v'd  the  gracious  scent, 
Till  Superstition,  fiend  of  woe, 
Bade  doubts  to  rise,  and  tears  to  flow,    [tween. 

And  spread  deep  shades  our  view  and  Heaven  he- 
Drawn  by  her  pencil  the  Creator  stands, 
(His  beams  of  mercy  t!nown  r.side) 
With  thunder  arming  his  uplifted  i»ands, 
And  hurling  vengeance  wide  : 

Hope,  at  the  fiowa  aghast,  yet  lin:?eviug,  tiies, 

And  dash'd  on  Terror's  rocks,  Fates  best  depen- 
dance  lies. 

But  ah! — too  thick  they  crowd, — too  close  they 
Objects  of  pity  and  attii^ht! —  [throng. 

Spare  farther  the  descriptive  song — 
Nature  shudders  at  the  sight : — 
Protract  not,  curious  ears,  the  mournful  tale, 

Bat  o'er  the  hapless  group,  low  drop  Compassion's 
veil. 
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TvvAS  the  deep  groan  of  death 

That  struck  the'  atfrighted  ear  ! 
The  momentary  breeze — the  vital  breath — 
Expiring  sunk  ! — Let  Friendship's  holy  tear 

Embalm  her  dead,  as  low^  he  lies. — 
To  weep  another's  fate,  oft  teaches  to  be  wise. 
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Wisdom !  set  the  portal  wide — 
Call  the  yoiiii};,  and  call  the  vain, 
Hither  lure  presuming  Pride, 
With  Hope  niistrustless  at  her  side,  [Gain. 

And  Wealth,  that  chance  deiies,  and  greedy  thirst  of 

Call  the  group,  and  fix  the  eye — 
Show  how  awful  'tis  to  die — 
Show  the  portrait  in  the  dust : — 
Youth  may  frown — the  picture's  just — 
And  though  each  nerve  resists — yet  yield  at  length 
they  must. 

Where's  the  visage,  that  awhile 
Glow'd  with  glee  and  rosy  smile  r 
Trace  the  corpse — the  likeness  seek — 

No  likeness  will  you  own  : 
Pale's  the  once  social  cheek, 
And  wither'd  round  the  ghastly  bone. 

Where  are  the  beamy  orbs  of  sight, 

The  windows  of  the  soul .'' 
No  more  with  vivid  ray  they  roll — 

Their  suns  are  set  in  night. 

Wiiere's  the  heart,  whose  vital  power 

Beat  with  honest  rapture  high — 
That  joyd  in  many  a  friendly  hour, 

And  gave  to  misery  many  a  sighr — 

Froze  to  a  stone ! — And  froze  the  hand 
Whose  grasp  affection  warm  convey 'd ; 

Whose  bounty  fed  the  suppliant  band, 
And  nourish'd  Want  with  timely  aid= 
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Ah  !  what  remains  to  bring  relief — 
To  silence  agonizing  srrief — 
To  soothe  the  breast  in  tempest  tost, 
That  thrilling waiis  in  vain  the  dear  companion  lost? 

'Tis  the  departed  worth,  though  sure 

To  gash  the  w  onnd,  that  works  the  cure  ; — 

'Tis  Merit's  gift  alone  to  bloom 

O'er  the  dread  horrors  of  the  tomb ; 

To  dry  the  mourner's  pions  stream, 

And  soften  sorrow  to  esteem. 

Does  Aml)ition  toil  to  raise 

Trophies  to  immortal  praise? 
Trust  not,  thongli  strong  her  passions  bum, 
Trust  not  the  marble's  flattering  style, 
— Though  Art's  best  skill  engrave  the  urn — 
Time's  cankering  tooth  shall  fret  the  pile. — 
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Hie  thee  hence!  thou  spectre  foul, 

Fiend  of  misery  extreme; 

Hence !  nor  o'er  yon  dwelling  scowl 
With  blasting  eye,  while  to  thy  haggard  scream 
Tiie  midnight  wolf  accords  his  famish'd  howl, 
And  maddening  wretches  loud  in  agony  blaspheme. 

Hence  ' — from  the  artless  bard  keep  wide  aloof — 
Fly  rather  to  his  hated  roof, 
VViio,  deaf  to  Islercy's  soft  control, 
Can  steel  with  rugged  edge  the  soul  j 
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Plundering,  Mnmov'd  the  orpiian's  cry  can  hear, 
Or  IVoai  the  widovv'd  lip  tlie  scanty  morse)  tear: — 

B(it  pass  him  by,  tlie  wooer  mild 
Of  Genius,  friend  to  all,  Nature's  ingenuous  child. 

Constant  toil,  and  coarsest  fare, 

Long-  indeed  die  villajre  hind 

In  silent  apathy  may  bear, 
While  o'er  his  brov.  Hcaltli's  rosy  wreath  is  twin'd  : 

While  his  pasoions  sUjggish  (low, 

Borne  on  iife'^  pacific  round  ; 

Nor  aims  Ins  highest  wish  to  know  [bound. 

BeyoiKl  the  hamiet's  pale,  his  grandsire's  farthest 

Yet,  rous'd  to  feeiing,  nmch  he  mourns  his  lot. 
When  the  pale  visage  of  Disease 
Frowns  on  his  humble  cot.  [knees. 

When  sinks  tiis  Urooping  front,  and  bend  his  feeble 

There,  oft,  unheeded  on  the  ground. 
May  Sickness,  Age,  and  Want  be  found, 
United  aii  in  one  forlorn  abode. 
Of  grief  each  siugiy  ovvn'd  a  melancholy  load. 

From  the  damp  and  earthy  bed 
The  sutferer  lifts  ';is  achmg  siaht  in  vain  :--- 

Despiu'  hangs  weeping  o'er  his  head : 
Sad  pallet  this  for  ease !  sad  comforter  in  pain ! 

Fly,  ye  rich,  unbidden  fly. 
Pour  your  oil,  and  pour  your  wine : 

Wipe  from  tears  the  misty  eye  j 
Charity's  a  ray  divine —  [shine. 

A  ray  that  lights  the  soul  with  brigiitest  beam  to 
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Why  withhold  the  little  boon? 

Seems  it  much,  ye  sons  of  wealth, 
Glittering  moths  of  sunny  noon — 

Plum'd  with  gold  of  joy  and  health  ?       [soon  ! 
O  think  !  a  blast  may  come,  yourselves  inay  perish 

Yet,  different  in  this  common  state, 
What  dilfcrent  care  attends  yonr  hacbier  fate! 
Fading  you  may  sure  receive 
All  wayward  fancy  craves, all  soothing  art  can  give  : 
While,  with  equal  wants  oppressed, 
The  child  of  Misery  heaves  his  labouring  breast, 
Cheer'd  by  no  kind  assisting  povvers, 
Scarce  with  such  crumbs  sustain'd  as  hungry  Heallii 
devours. 

Melt,  in  soft  compassion  melt, 
Ye  gentle,  wail  the'  unletter'd  peasant  poor : 

Yet  keener  far,  as  more  severely  felt, 
Does  Penury  haunt  the'ill-omeu'd  scholar's  door; 
He  calls  for  all  your  tears ;  give  these,  if  notliing 
more. 

Warm'd  his  soul  with  genial  flame 
In  youth's  gay  spring  was  bid  to  rise, 

To  pant  for  science,  thirst  for  fame, 
And  hope  fair  Merit's  golden  prize. 

Much  he  hop'd,  for  many  a  tale 

Of  praise  was  echo'd  to  his  ear; 
Full  many  a  promise  (flattering  gale!) 

Foretold  the  wish'd-for  port  was  near. 

Awhile  it  blew — then  died  away, 

Like  breezes  with  declining  day, 
And  left  him,  wondering  wretch !  forsaken  quite, 
In  Poverty's  dead  calm, and  Disapnointment'snight. 
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What  avails  the'  expanded  mind, 

Tutor'd  in  the  choicest  lore  ? 
The  sufferinjf  body  lags  behind, 
Nor  lets  the  rising  spirit  soar  : 
Call'd  home — wiiat  stoic  pride  the  soul  can  steel. 
When  every  sinew's  rack'd,  and  every  nerve  must 
feel? 

What  avails  the  glowing  heart, 

The  eye  that  glistens  at  distress  ; 
The  wish  all  blessings  to  impart, 
Or  make  at  least  a  brother's  sorrow  less  ? 
From  Trouble's  spring  the  deepest  draught  he  drew, 
Who  mourns  his  own  hard  lot,  and  weeps  for  others 
too. 

At  the  sad  mistaken  gate 
When  the  maim'd  veteran  takes  his  suppliant  stand, 

Struck  with  tlie  hapless  warrior's  state. 
Sudden  the  pitying  tenant  gives  his  hand. — 

'Tis  empty — See  !  his  lids  o'erflow. 

To  send  nndol'd  away  the  hoary  son  of  woe. 

Love  too — for  in  the  lowliest  cell 
Chaste  love  with  purest  flame  may  dwell — 
His  love — what  sorer  can  befall  ? 
Is  doom'd  to  sour  its  sweets,  and  dash  his  cup  with 
gall. 

Before  the  husband's  and  the  father's  eyes, 

Stormy  clouds  in  prospect  rise, 
The  future  orphan's  cry,  the  widow's  groan ; 

These  and  more  he  makes  his  own — 
For  ah !  the  faithless  world  by  him  too  well  is  known. 
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For  the=;G  the  lioniely  robe,  the  scanty  board, 

While  life  in  toil  is  lingering  on, 
The  drudge  of  science  may  afford  : — 
But  Where's  the  friend  will  cheer,  when  that  poor 
life  is  gone  ? 

No  friend  may  rise,  but  many  a  foe 
Will  deck  his  visage  with  a  smile. 
Will  hide  in  softest  words  the  basest  guile, 
And,  wliile  he  soothes  the  most,  will  strike  the 
deepest  blow. 

Hence  the  pang,  and  hence  the  tear, 
When  his  daughter's  ripening  bloom 
Swells  into  agony  his  fear 
Of  the  fell  spoiler's  den — fair  Virtue's  early  tomb. 
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Mildly  beam'd  the  queen  of  night. 
Sailing  through  the  grey  serene  : 
Silver'd  by  her  modest  light. 
But  faintly  sho5ie  the  solitary  scene, 
With  deepening    shadows  mix'd,   and  glittering 
breaks  between. 

High  on  a  cliffy  steep,  oerspread 
With  many  an  oak,  whose  ancient  head 
Did  in  its  neighbours  top  itself  inwreath, 
\nd  cast  an  umber'd  gloom  and  solemn  awe  beneath. 

High  on  a  cHfly  steep  a  Flerrait  sat, 
M'eigliing  in  his  weaned  mind 
The  various  turns  of  mortal  fate, 
The  various  woes  of  human  kind  ; 
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Meek  pity's  pearl  oft  started  in  his  eye, 
And  many  a  prayer  he  poar'd,  and  heav'd  a  fre- 
quent sigh. 

Silent  was  all  around, 
Save  when  the  swelling  breeze 
Convey'd  the  half-expiring  sound 
Of  distant  waterfalls,  and  gently-waving  trees. 

*  No  tinkling  folds,  no  curfew's  parting  knell,' 
Struck  the  sequester'd  Anchoret's  ear  ; 
Remote  from  men  lie  scoop'd  his  narrow  eel!. 
For  much  he  had  endur'd,  no  more  he  lookd  to  fear. 

But  still,  the  world's  dark  tempests  past. 
What  though  his  skitf  was  drawn  to  shore, 
And  shelter'd  in  retirement  fast, 
Yet  oft  his  voyage  he  would  ponder  o'erj 
Oft  in  reflection  life's  rough  ocean  view, 
How  mount  the  stormy  waves,  how  hard  to  strug- 
gle through ! 

Before  his  sage  revolving  eyes 
Various  phantoms  seem'd  to  rise, 
Now  retreat,  arul  now  advance, 
And  mazy  twine  the  mystic  dance. 

Joy  led  the  van,  in  rapture  wild, 
Thoughtless  of  the  distant  day  ; 
Sweet  Complacence,  angel  mild. 
Hied  from  the  frantic  pageant  far  away  ; 
For  she  was  Wisdom's  favour'd  child, 
In  revelry  untaught  to  stray. 
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Joy  led  the  van — her  painted  vest, 
Flowing  to  the'  obsequious  vvir.d, 

Hope  had  seizd,  with  fluttering  breast, 
And  eager  tripp'd  behind. 

Gay  she  stepp'd,  till  busy  Fear 
Whisper'd  in  her  startled  ear, 
'  How  many  a  cup  is  dasli'd  with  gall, 
How  many  an  evil  may  betall !' 
Aghast  awhile,  slie  heard  the  ruthfiil  song, 
Then  faster  seizd  the  robe,  and  hastier  dane'd  along. 

Close  Love  follow 'd  in  the  train. 
Love,  the  queen  of  pleasing  pain: 
Placid  now  in  dear  delight, 
Maddening  now  in  deep  atJVight, 
And  prying  keen  with  jaundic'd  eye, 
Pierc'd  by  the  sting  of  hell-born  Jealousy. 

"Twixt  Pride  and  lust  of  Grandeur  led, 

Next  Ambition  rear'd  her  head. 
By  Frenzy  urg'd  o'er  every  l)ar  to  rise, 

And  seize  the  visionary  prize  : 
Wild  as  she  rush'd,  she  scorn'd  to  mark  the  ground. 
Yet  many  a  slip  she  made,  and  many  a  fall  she  foiuid. 

Pale  as  the  waning  moon. 
With  tear-staiu'd  cheek  and  stupid  gaze, 

Withering  before  life's  sunny  noon, 
Grief  crept  along  in  sad  amaze, 
By  many  a  stroke  to  keenest  misery  brought, 
?Sovv  in    a    shower  dissolv'd,  now  lost  in  inward 
thought. 
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As  the  rous'd  tiger  gaunt  and  fell 

Kindles  into  cruel  rage, 
With  flashing  glare,  and  murderous  yell — 
Thus  Anger  past  the'  ideal  stage, 
Too  fierce  for  wounds  or  groans  to  feel, 
Onward  she  sprung,  and  shook  the  bloody  steel. 

While  far  behind,  with  silent  pace  and  slow, 

Malice  was  content  to  go, 

Patient  the  distant  hour  to  wait, 
And  hide  with  courteous  smiles  the  blackest  hate. 

Secret  long  her  wrath  she'd  keep, 
Till  Time  disarind  the  foe,  then  drove  her  poniard 
deep. 

To  Malice  link'd,  as  near  allied, 
Envy  march'd  with  baneful  lour ; 

Detraction  halted  by  her  side, 
Upheld  by  Falsehood's  feeble  power. — 

*  No  more ! — no  more  !'  the  holy  Seer  exclaim'd, 
Passions  wild,  nnbroke,  untam'd, 
Must  sure  the  human  heart  o'erthrow. 
And  plunge  in  all  the  energy  of  woe. 

'  Grant  then  the  boon,  all-gracious  Heav'n, 
Let  Reason  ever  take  the  helm  ; 
Lest,  by  unheeded  whirlwinds  driv'n, 
The  pinnace  frail  some  gust  may  overwhelm  ! 

'  Hang  out  the  friendly  lamp,  that  clear 
From  Error's  perils  she  may  safely  steer ; 
Till  Death  shall  bid  each  trial  cease, 
And  moor  the  shattered  bark  in  peace  !' 
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Fill  the  honey'd  beverage  high, 
Fill  the  skulls,  'tis  Odin's  cry : 
Heard  ye  not  the  powerful  call, 
Thundering  through  the  vaulted  hall? 
'  Fill  the  ineath,  and  spread  the  board, 
Vassals  of  the  grisly  lord/ — 

The  portal  hinges  grate, — they  come — 
The  din  of  voices  rocks  the  dome  : 
In  stalk  the  various  forms,  and  dressd 
In  various  armour,  various  vest, 
With  helm  and  morion,  targe  and  shield. 

Some  quivering  lances  couch,  some  biting  maces 
wield :  [crest. 

All  march  with  haughty  step,  all  proudly  shake  the 

The  feast  begins,  the  skull  goes  round ; 

Laughter  shouts — the  shouts  resound. 

The  giist  of  war  subsides — E'en  now 
The  grim  chief  curls  his  cheek,  and  smooths  his 
rugged  brow. 

*  Shame  to  your  placid  front,  ye  men  of  death  !' 
Cries  Hilda,  with  disorder'd  breath  : 
Hell  echoes  back  her  scoff  of  shame 

To  the  inactive  revelling  Champion's  name. 

'  Call  forth  the  song,'  she  screamM  : — the  minstrels 
came 

The  theme  was  glorious  war,  the  dear  delight 

Of  shining  best  in  field,  and  daring  most  in  right. 

N 
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^  Joy  to  the  soul,'  the  Harpers  suiig, 
'  Wlien,  embattled  ranks  among, 
The  steel-clad  Kuight,  in  vigour's  blooni, 
(Banners  waving  o'er  his  plume) 
Foremost  rides,  the  flower  and  boast 
Of  the  bold  determiu'd  host !' 

With  greedy  ears  the  guests  each  note  devour'd. 
Each  struck  his  beaver  down,  andgrasp'd  his  faith- 
ful sword. 
The  fury  mark'd  the'  auspicious  deed, 
And  bad  the  Scalds  proceed. 

*  Joy  to  the  soul !  a  joy  divine! 

When  conflicting  armies  join  ; 

When  trumpets  clang,  and  bugles  sound  ; 

When  strokes  of  death  are  dealt  around  ; 

Wiien  the  sword  feasts,  yet  craves  for  more; 

And  every  gauntlet  drips  with  gore.' — 

The  charm  prevail'd,  up  rush'd  the  madden'd  throng, 
Panting  for  carnage,  as  they  foam'd  along ; 
Fierce  Odin's  self  led  forth  the  frantic  band, 
To  scatter  havoc  wide  o'er  many  a  guilty  land. 
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Borne  on  Fancy's  wing  along, 
High  soars  tiie  bard's  emaptur'd  soul : 
Round  hiuj  floats  the  joy  of  song. 
Round  him  airs  ecstatic  roil : 

Resistless  charm  !  each  swelling  vein    [strain. 
Owns  the  accustom'd  flame,  and  throbs  to  pour  the 
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Spirit  of  Ossian! — through  the  gloom 

Of  ages  deepen'd  into  night, 
See  it  bursting  from  the  tomb, 
O'er  it  gleams  a  holy  light ! 
See !  it  waves  its  master-hand  ;  [band. 

Assembhng  o'er  the  heath  quick  glide  the  nniistrel 

They  wake  the  sleeping  chords ! — the  niacic  tone, 
(That  sooth'd  the  dying  warrior's  groan, 
That  lurd  to  sing  the  latest  breath, 
And  mock'd  with  smiles  the  frown  of  death,) 

Ideal,  now  renews  the  powerful  spell ; 
The  listening  Shades,  a  grisly  host, 

Spring  from  the  narrow  ceil,  [mighty  ghost. 

And  hail  with  lengthen'd  shout   the'   enchanters 

Thine  too,  Cadwallo!  whom  to  save 
In  vain  the  heavenly  science  sued, 

Starts  from  Arvon's  rocky  grave, 
With  bloody  streams  embrued: 

Bound  in  the  brotherhood  of  woe. 
The  Druid-choir  unites,  their  tears  harmonious  How. 

Wild  as  they  sweep  the'  aerial  lyre. 

Arresting  fast  the  passive  ear, 
Fiercer  glows  the  poet's  fire, 

O  melody  belov'd  !  O  art  for  ever  dear  ! 

Ruthless  tyrant, — yield  to  fate  : 

Nor  Folly's  scorn,  nor  Rancour's  hate. 
Though  opening  wide  the  sluice  of  gore,  [lore. 
Could  quench  the  skill  divine,could  drown  the  mystic 

Long! — long  indeed  'twas  mute!  thy  feeble  prey, 
Fall'n  the  hoary  minstrel's  lay  : — 
rtiki    While,  sickening  o'er  the  mournful  ground, 
■jifriie  coaquei^'d  bands  oft  tiirn'd  the  ear  in  vain: 
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No  more  was  heard  the  soul-inspiring  sound— 
— But,  faster  in  Despair's  sad  tetters  bound, 
Each  hunt?  his  liead  ania2'd,and  dragg'dthe  servile 
chain. 

Wintry,  thus  the  storm  of  war 
Froze  into  sloth  the  captive  nihid  : 

Till  growing  Freedom  burst  the  icy  bar, 
And  loos'd  the  arts  that  hell  for  ever  strove  to  bind. 
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Faintly  bray'd  the  battle's  roar 
Distant  down  the  hollow  wind  ; 

Panting  Terror  fled  before. 

Wounds  and  death  were  left  behind. 

The  War-fien.'l  curs'd  the  sunken  day, 
That  checkd  his  tierce  pursuit  too  soon  ; 

While,  scarcely  lighting  to  the  prey, 
Low  hung  and  Icvvr'd  the  bloody  moon. 

The  field,  so  late  the  hero's  pride, 

Was  now  with  various  carnage  spread  ; 

And  floated  with  a  crimson  tide, 
That  drenclrd  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

O'er  the  sad  scene  of  dreariest  view, 

Abandon'd  a'l  to  horrors  wild, 
With  frantic  step  Maria  flew, 

Maria,  Sorrow's  early  child  ; 

By  duty  led,  for  every  vein 

Was  warm'd  by  Hymen's  purest  flame  : 
With  Edgar  o'er  the  wintry  main 

She,  lovely,  faithful  wanderer^  came. 
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For  well  she  tiioiisjht,  a  friend  so  dear 
In  darkest  hours  nji;iht  joy  impart ; 

Her  warrior,  faint  with  toil,  might  cheer, 
Or  soothe  her  bleeding  warrior's  smart. 

Though  look'd  for  long — in  chill  affright, 
(The  torrent  bursting  from  her  eye) 

She  heard  the  signal  for  the  tight — 
While  her  soul  trembled  in  a  sigh — 

She  heard,  and  clasp'd  him  to  her  breast, 
Yet  sc  irce  could  urge  the'  ingloiioas  stay  ; 

His  manly  heart  the  charm  confess'd — 
Then  broke  the  charm, — and  rush'd  away. 

Too  soon,  in  few — but  deadly  words. 
Some  flying  straggler  breath'd  to  tell, 

*  That  in  the  foremost  strife  of  swords 
The  young,  the  gallant  Edgar  fell.' 

She  press'd  to  hear— she  caught  the  tale^ — 
At  every  sound  her  blood  congeal'd  ; 

With  terror  bold — with  terror  paie, — 
She  sprung  to  search  the  fatal  field. 

O'er  the  sad  scene  in  dire  amaze 

She  went — with  courage  not  her  own — 

On  many  a  corpse  she  cast  her  gaze — 
And  turn'd  her  ear  to  many  a  groan. 

Drear  anguish  urged  her  to  press 

Full  many  a  hand,  as  wild  she  mourn'd  ; 

— Of  comfort  glad,  the  drear  caress 
The  damp,  chill,  dying  hand  retum'd. 

Her  ghastly  hope  was  well  nigh  fled 

When  late  pale  Edgar's  form  she  found, 

Half  buried  with  the  hostile  dead. 
And  bor'd  with  many  a  grisly  wound. 
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She  knew — she  sunk — the  night-bird  scream'tl, 
— The  moon  withdrew  her  troubled  hght, 

And  left  the  Fair, — though  fall'n  she  seern'd — 
To  worse  than  death— and  deepest  night. 
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DfSTiLL'D  amidst  the  gloom  of  night, 

Dark  hangs  the  dew-drop  on  the  thorn  ; 
Till,  notic'd  by  approaching  light, 

It  glitters  in  the  smile  of  morn. 
Morn  soon  retires,  her  feeble  pow'r 

The  sun  outbeams  with  genial  day, 
And  gently,  in  benignant  hour, 

Exhales  the  liquid  pearl  away. 
Thus  on  Affliction's  sable  bed 

Deep  sorrows  rise  of  saddest  hue  ; 
Condensing  round  the  mourner's  head. 

They  bathe  the  cheek  with  chilly  dew. 
Though  Pity  shows  her  dawn  from  Heaven, 

When  kind  she  points  assistance  near ; 
To  Friendship's  Sun  alone  'tis  given 

To  soothe  and  dry  the  mourner's  tear. 
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A  FRAGMENT. 

***** 
***** 
***** 
***** 
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So  sigh'd  Horatio,  on  a  tomb  reclio'd, 

Beneatli  a  monlderins:  cliapel's  ivied  wall : 

Hi?  ruin'd  liope  o'eraloom'd  hb  sickly  mind, 
And  bade  tlie  head  to  droop— the  tear  to  fall. 

Horatio,  to  whose  lot  was  not  denied 

Keen  Sensibility  with  all  her  woes  : 
By  many  a  painful  test  his  heart  was  tried  ; 

His  was  the  thorn,  while  otlsers  won  the  rose. 
Yet,  wi^.y  should  thorns  his  honest  breast  invade, 

Since  all  the  Charities  were  fondled  there  ? 
Why  should  thy  seat,  Benevolence^  be  made 

The  hannt  of  hapless  Grief  and  pinin.^  Care? 
Fill'd  with  an  ample  soul,  that  would  adorn 

Fair  Independence,  he  began  his  day  : 
Full  many  a  promise  smii'd  upon  his  morn : 

Morn  chang'd  to  eve — each  promise  died  avyay. 
He  wish'd, — nor  can  yon  call  his  wishes  bold  ; 

He  hop'd, — for  sure  his  friends  were  not  a  few; 
He  hop'd, — for  many  a  flattering  tale  was  told, 

And  the  safe  harbour  pointed  to  his  view. 

The  soft  delusion  play'd  before  his  sight 
Just  to  mislead  ; — for  soon,  alas  !  he  foimd 

His  dawn  of  joy  o'ercast  with  sudden  night, 
His  air-built  vision  totter'd  to,  the  ground. 
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Oe'r  the  pale  embers  of  a  dying  fire, 
His  little  lamp  fed  with  but  little  oil, 

The  Curate  sat,  (for  scanty  was  his  iiire) 
And  rnminated  sad  the  morrow's  toil. 
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'Twas  Sunday's  eve,  meet  season  to  prepare 
The  stated  lectures  of  the  coming  tide  ; 

No  day  of  rest  to  him — but  day  of  care, 

At  many  a  Cliurcli  to  preach  with  tedious  ride. 

Before  him  spread  his  various  sermons  lay, 
Of  explanation  deep  and  sage  advice ; 

The  harvest  gaind  from  many  a  tiioughtful  day. 
The  fiuit  of  learning,  bought  with  heavy  price. 

On  these  he  cast  a  fond  but  tearful  eye, 

Avviiile  he  pausd,  for  sorrow  stoppd  his  throat, 

Arous'd  at  lenglli,  he  heav'd  u  bitter  sigh, 

And  thus  conipiain'd,  as  well  indeed  he  mote  : 

*  Hard  is  the  scholar's  lot,  condemnd  to  sail 

Unpatroniz'd  o'er  life's  tempestuous  wave; 

Clouds  blind  his  sight ;  nor  blows  a  friendly  gale, 

To  waft  him  to  one  port — except  the  grave. 

'  Big  with  presumptive  hope,  I  launch'd  my  keel, 
With  youthful  ardour  and  bright  science  fraught ; 

Unanxious  of  the  pains,  long  doom'd  to  feel, 
UnthiukiHg  that  the  voyage  might  eud  in  nought. 

'  Pleas'd  on  the  summer-sea  I  danced  a-while, 
With  gay  companions,  and  with  views  as  fair ; 

Outsiripp'd  by  these,  I'm  left  to  humble  toil, 
BIy  fondest  hope  abandoo'd  in  despair. 

'  Had  my  ambitious  mind  been  led  to  rise 
To  highest  tiights,  to  cros-ier  and  to  pall, 

Scarce  could  1  moinn  the  missing  of  the  prize, 
For  soaring  wishes  well  deserve  their  fall. 

*  No  towering  thoughts  like  these  engag'd  my  breast, 

I  liop'd  (nor  blame,  ye  proud,  the  lowly  plan) 
SoniR  little  cove,  some  parsonage  of  rest, 
The  scheme  of  duty  suited  to  the  man ; 
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'  Wliere,  in  ray  narrow  sphere  secure,  at  ease, 
From  vile  dependeuce  free,  I  niiglit  remain, 

The  guide  to  good,  the  counsellor  of  peace, 
The  friend,  the  shepherd,  of  the  village  swain. 

'  Yet  cruel  fate  denied  the  small  request, 
And  bound  nie  fast,  in  one  ill-omen'd  hour, 

Beyond  the  chance  of  remedy,  to  rest 

The  slave  of  wealthy  pride  and  priestly  pow'r. 

'  Oft  as  in  russet  weeds  I  scour  along, 

In  distant  chapels  hastily  to  pray, 
By  nod  scarce  notic'd  of  the  passmg  throng, 

*'  'Tis  but  the  Curate,"  every  child  will  say. 

'  Nor  circumscrib'd  in  dignity  alone 
Do  I  my  rich  superior's  vassal  ride  : 

Sad  penury,  as  was  in  cottage  known, 

With  all  its  frowns,  does  o'er  my  roof  preside. 

'  Ah !  not  for  me  the  harvest  yields  its  store. 
The  bough-crown'd  shock  in  vain  attiacts  mine 
eye  ; 

To  labour  dooni'd,anddestin'd  to  be  poor, 
I  pass  the  field,  I  hope  not  envious,  by. 

*  When  at  the  altar,  surplice-clad,  I  stand, 

The  bridegroom's  joy  draws  forth  the  golden  fee  9 

The  gift  I  take,  but  dare  not  close  my  hand  ; 
Tiie  splendid  present  centres  not  in  me.' 
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THE  HELMETS, 

A  FRAGMENT. 


The  scene  of  the  following  event  is  laid  in  the  neighbonr- 
Lood  of  Dounington  Castle,  in  a  house  bsiilt  after  liie 
goihic  taste,  upon  a  spot  famous  for  a  bloody  encouutor 
between  the  armies  of  Charles  and  the  Parliament. 

The  proiiuosiication  alludes  to  Civil  Dissention.  whicn  some 
have  foretold  would  arise  in  England,  in  consequence  of 
the  disputes  with  America. 


— 'TwAS  midnijrlit — every  mortal  eye  was  clos'd 

Through  the  whole  mausion,«;ave  an  antique  Crone's, 

That  o'er  the  dying  embers  faintly  watch'd 

The  broken  sleep  (tell  harbinger  of  death) 

Of  a  sick  Boteler  '. — Above  indeed 

In  a  drear  gallery  (lii^hted  by  one  lamp. 

Whose  wick  the  poor  departing  seneschal 

Did  closely  imitate,)  pac'd  slow  and  sad 

The  village  Curate,  waiting  late  to  shrive 

The  penitent  when  'wake:  scarce  sliowd  the  ray 

To  fancy's  eye,  the  pourtray'd  characters 

That  grac'd  the  wall. — On  this  and  t'other  side 

Suspended,  nodded  o'er  the  stoepy  stair, 

In  many  a  trophy  form'd,  the  knightly  group 

Of  lielms  and  targets,  gauritlets,  maces  strong, 

And  horses'  furniture — brave  monuments 

Of  ancient  Chivalry. — Through  the  stain'd  pane 

Low  gleam'd  the  moon — not  bright — but  of  sucli 

pow'r 
As  mark'd  the  clouds,  black,  threatening  over  head, 
Full  mischief-fraught ; — from  these  in  many  a  peal 
Growl'd  the  near  thunder — fiash'd  the  freqtient  biaze 

Bouteiller^  butler. 
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Of  lightning  blue. — Wliile  round  the  fretted  dome 
The  wind  snng  surly  ;  Avith  unusual  clauk 
Tlie  armour  shook  tremendous  : — on  a  couch 
Plac'd  in  the  oriel  -  sunk  the  Churchman  down  : 
For  who,  alone,  at  that  dread  hour  of  night, 

Could  bear  portentous  prodigy  ? 

'  I  hear  it !'  cries  the  proudly-gilded  Casque, 
(Fill'd  by  the  soul  of  one,  who  erst  took  joy 
In  slaughterous  deeds)  '  I  hear  amidst  the  gale 
The  hostile  spirit  shouting — once,  once  more, 
In  the  thick  harvest  of  the  spears  we'll  shuie — 
Tliere  will  be  work  anon.' 


I'm  waken'd  too 


Replied  the  sable  Helmet  (tenanted 
By  a  like  inmate)  '  Hark! — I  hear  tlie  voice 
Of  the  impatient  Ghosts,  who  straggling  range 
Yon  summit,  (crown'd  with  ruin'd  battlements, 
The  n  aits  of  civil  discord).   To  the  din 
The  Spirits,  wandering  rouud  this  Gothic  pile, 
AH  join  their  yell — the  song  is  war  and  death — 
There  will  be  work  anon.' 

'  Call  armourers,  ho  ! 

Furbish  my  vizor — close  my  rivets  up — 
I  brook  no  dallyins 


Soft,  my  hasty  friend,' 


Said  the  black  Beaver  ;  '  neither  of  us  twain 
Shall  share  the  bloody  toil — war-worn  am  I, 
Bord  by  a  happier  mace,  I  let  in  fate 
To  my  once  master — since  unsought,  unus'd, 
Pensile  I'm  fix'd — yet  too  your  gaudy  pride 
Has  nought  to  boast — the  fashion  of  the  fight 
Has  thrown  your  gilt  and  shady  plumes  aside, 
For  modern  fopper\-  ; — still  do  not  frown, 
Nor  lowr  indignantly  your  steely  brows, 
*  A  projecting  window. 
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We've  comfort  left  enough.    Tlie  bookman's  lore 
Shall  trace  our  sometime  merit ; — in  tlie  eye 
Of  antiquary-taste  we  lon^  siiall  shine  : 
And  as  the  scholar  marks  our  ru^^ed  front, 
He'll  say,  "  this  Cressy  saw,  that  Agincourt:" 
Thus  dwelling  on  the  prowess  of  his  Fathers, 
He'll  venerate  their  shell.     Yet,  more  than  this, 
From  our  inactive  station  we  shall  hear 
The  groans  of  butclier'd  brothers,  shrieking  plaints 
Of  ravish'd  maids,  and  matrons' frantic  howls  3 
Already  liovering  o'er  the  threaten'd  lands 
The  famish'd  raven  snuffs  tiie  promis'd  feast, 
And  hoarslier  croaks  for  blood — 'twill  How.' 

• '  Forbid  it,  Heaven  ! 


O  shield  my  suffering  Country  i — shield  it  I'  pray'd 
The  agouizijig  Priest. 
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Blow  the  loud  trunjp  of  war — wide  to  the  gale 

Unfurl  the  painted  banner — from  the  breast 

Tear  the  mild  sympathies  of  charity, 

And  fan  the  battle's  fire. — What  boots  it  now 

If  Briton  fight  with  Briton  !  — —Is  there  one 

To  whom  these  shouts  give  joy?  can  there  be  one 

So  steel'd,  so  frantic  witli  envenom'd  rage 

Of  party  fend,  as  to  forego  the  mark 

Of  fair  hmnanity  ? — Reckless  to  pluck 

The  blossoms  from  the  olive,  and  dye  them  red 

Deep  in  a  brother's  blood  ? — If  such  there  be, 

(Cain's  heir  legitmiate)  O  let  him  turn 

His  fierce  eye  to  the  desolated  crown 

Of  many  a  batter'd  hill — to  many  a  heap 

Of  ruins  scatter'd  through  this  worried  land, 
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Scenes  once  of  civil  strife,  but  now  become 

Familiar  to  the  lowliest  village  swain. 

If  there  be  one  within  this  fertile  vale         [blood, 

(Fertile   tin-ough  per.ce)  who  yearns  for  acts   of 

Direct  his  view,  Divine  Benevolence  ! 

To  yonder  awful  but  instructive  pile 

Of  grandeur  fallen, — on  the  indented  ridire 

Stands  eloquent  the  sieae-worn  monitor, 

That  speaks  from  every  stone ; — from  every  wound 

That  bor'd  its  strong  yet  vain  resisting  side, 

Truth  tells  a  solemn  lesson. — To  the  ear 

Of  warm  poetic  fancy  speaks  the  ghost 

Of  Chaucer,  prime  of  bards,  who  caught  the  souls 

Of  Ladies  born  for  love,  and  e'en  could  lure 

For  some  soft  season,  the  stout  rugged  hearts 

That  fill'd  the  steel-clad  warriors  of  his  age, 

And  made  them  listen  to  his  syren  voice 

Half-angi  y — yet  unwilling  to  be  gone. 

'Tis  Chaucer  hails,  from  the  drear  ivied  tower, 

The  gaze  of  idle  visitants, — but  once 

The  seat  of  all  the  Muses — wiiere  his  court 

Kept  Phoebus,  gladdeo'd  at  the  powerful  call 

That  woD'd  him  to  our  Albion: — round  him  play'd 

Old  Comus  jocular,  with  many  a  glee 

Piomoting  social  laughter  ; — many  a  Grace 

Stole  in  amidst  the  cheerful  throng,  and  sooth'd 

The  bashful  maiden,  while  with  blushing  joy 

She  hearken'd  to  her  all-accomplished  Knight. 

Chaucer,  the  prime  of  bards  I — with  festive  song 

Oft  has  he  charm'd  the  variegated  group 

"V^  ithin  yon  ancient  walls — walls  that  no  more 

Rrsound  with  jocund  minstrelsy. — The  owl 

There  shrieks  her  ominous  note,  the  raven  hoarse 

Joins  in  the  horrid  discord  :  direful  change  I 
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CoiME,  genial  spirit,  to  the  earnest  call 

Of  tlie  true  patriot !  wheresoe'er  thou  art, 

O!  mark  the  sumaions !  whether  airy  borne 

In  hasty  progress,  pleas'd,  thou  skinim'st  the  edge 

Of  the  white  bulwark  ;  from  the  steepy  height 

Kenning  the  azure  wave,  thy  own  domain  : 

While  on  the  pebbled  shore,  scarce  heard  so  high, 

The  surf  breaks  foaming.     In  the  distant  view 

Full  frequent  pass  the  womby  labourers 

Of  Commerce,  or  the  gaily  Hoating  pride 

Of  naval  armament.     Or  whether  deep 

In  midland  occupation  glad  tl;iou  seest 

The  various  labours  of  the  cheerful  loom  : 

Or  Agriculture,  whistling  at  the  plough  : 

VVIiether  the  anvil-notes  engage  thy  stay, 

(Though  dissonant,  yet  music  to  the  ear 

Of  him  who  knows  iiis  country ;)  or  the  hum 

Of  the  thick-crowded  burse  '  ;     come  and  attend 

To  Britain's  general  good!  'Tis  not  the  shout, 

The  dm  of  Clamour,  drunk  with  factions  rage. 

That  hails  thee ;  nor  the  well-dissembling  tongue 

Of  mask'd  Sedition,  whose  envenom'd  rant 

Urges  the  crowd  to  madness.     Not  to  these 

List  heedful.    'Tis  the  cool  persuasive  voice 

Of  Reason  woos. — Quick  then,  with  brightest  smiles 

Of  mild  Humanity,  adorn  thy  cheek  : 

.•Straight  o'er  the'  Atlantic  surge,  with  anxious  haste, 

'  r.xcbange. 
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Seek  out  thy  pensive  daughter; — once  as  dear, 
And  closely  twining  round  thy  milky  breast, 
As  was  Augusta's  self. — Yet  now  estraug'd — 
Unhappily  estrang'd  !  O  by  the  hand 
Take  the  fair  Mourner  ;  from  her  tearful  eye 
Wipe  the  dim  cloud  of  sorrow  ; — to  the  throne 
Present  her  reconciling. — 'Tis  a  boon, 
Most  glorious  boon,  tiiat  to  our  latest  sons 
Will  render  thy  soft  influence  doubly  dear. 
Look  back,  unmov'd  by  prejudice,  look  back 
To  Memory's  mirror.     Pictur'd  there,  we  see 
The  happy  times  of  Concord ;  when  the  arm 
Of  Manufacture  plied  the  busy  task 
In  various  employment: — through  the  eye 
Beam'd  Cheerfulness,  while  all  around  her  sons 
Glad  Industry  pour'd  forth  from  Plenty's  horn 
Abimdant  wealth  : — hence  to  the  crowded  port 
Pass,Thought;  and  mark  the  ants  of  Connnerce  store 
The  spacious  hold  ;  light  ran  the  toilsome  day, 
Cheer'd  by  the  hope  of  honest  recompense. 
The  bark  unmoor'd,  see  how  the  festive  crew 
Urg'd  on  her  speedy  course  ;  not  sad  to  quit 
Their  native  soil,  for  in  those  happier  days 
America  was  home.     There  on  the  shore 
Stood  Expectation  :  friendly  by  her  side 
Smil'd  Hospitality,  with  open  breast, 
Pleas'd  to  receive  the  sea-beat  traveller  : 
CherLsh'd,  enrichd,  that  traveller  return'd 
Blessing  his  double  country. — These  thy  sweets. 
Fraternal  intercourse  !  But  ah  !  how  chang'd, 
How  sadly  chang'd  is  now  the  present  scene, 
Pregnant  with  future  griefs  !  in  sullen  state 
Beneath  the  gloomy  roofs  dull  Silence  reigns, 
Which  erst  in  better  times,  resounded  quick 
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With  strokes  of  active  business :  at  the  foige, 

Extinct,  in  pensive  poverty  the  smith 

Desponding  leans,  incapable  to  earn 

The  morrow's  morsel,  while  with  craving;  eye 

Look  np  the  wife  and  child,  but  look  in  vain, 

Faint  witii  despair. — O'er  the  deserted  loom 

The  spider  forms  her  web,  poor  evidence 

Of  human  sloth  or  want — Fain  would  the  Muse 

Suppress  the  mournful  truth  ;  yet  forc'd  to  tell. 

She  weeps  while  she  relates — How  are  tliey  falfn, 

The  sons  of  Labour,  from  their  prosperous  state 

Degraded!  How,  alas  !  the  crowded  jail 

Swarms  with  inhabitants,  that  once  had  hope 

Of  fairer  evenings  to  their  toilsome  morn ! 

Fill'd  is  each  cell  of  sorrow  and  of  pain 

With  daily  victims  :■ — debtors  part,  entomb'd 

While  living,  and  condemn'd  to  linger  on 

To  life's  last  ebb,  unpitied,  unreliev'd. 

Part  felons,  stamp'd  the  foes  of  social  life 

By  Penury's  rough  hand,  and  driven  to  roam 

The  spoilers  of  the  wealthy. — To  distress 

Abandon'd,  scarce  the  ruin'd  mind  perceives 

Its  own  peculiar  sorrows  ;  but  sinks  down 

The  creditor's  fix'd  prey — or  to  the  law 

Submits  the  needful  sacrifice. — Sad  fate       [boast, 

Of  those,  whom   Heaven  design'd  their  country's 

The  artizans  of  skill ! — Nor  on  the  banks 

Of  venerable  Thames  does  woe  preside 

Less  perilous  ; — Thames,  the  prolific  sire 

Of  Britain's  wealth :  along  his  winding  shores, 

Unoccupied,  moor'd  to  destructive  sloth, 

Whole  fleets  lie  perishing :  a  forest,  true, 

But  still  a  blasted  forest :  gloomy  stalks 

The  mishipp'd  mariner,  and  meditate* 
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On  foreign  service. — Should  some  child  of  Hope, 

Lur'd  by  the  pleasing  retrospect,  once  more 

Spread  his  broad  sail  across  the  well-known  sea ; 

Should  iie,  amidst  the  wonders  of  the  deep, 

Give  way  to  Fancy's  dream,  and  fondly  trust 

To  meet  his  wonted  greeting :  how  recoils 

The  visionary  voyage  ! — Not  on  the  beach 

Sit  waithig  Love  and  Amity  to  grasp 

His  hand,  and  lead  him  to  their  open  bower. 

No  thronging  crowds  his  proffer'd  mart  attend 

With  various  t; affic : — fled — affiighted — fled 

Are  all  the  little  deities,  that  once, 

Kind,  o'er  the  social  and  commercial  board 

Hung  hovering  :  in  their  room,  sad  change !  appear 

Stern  Resolution,  stoic  Stubbornness, 

And  Independence  ; — in  his  hand  each  holds 

His  weajion,  jealous  of  the  passing  breeze, 

And  deaf  to  ancient  friendship. — In  this  pause, 

This  solemn  pause,  that  halts  'tween  peace  and  war, 

O  fly,  bless'd  spirit,  in  the  royal  ear 

Whisper  forgiveness: — midst  the  high  behests 

Of  justice,  let  our  ever-gracious  Sire 

Forget  not  mercy  ; — 'tis  the  brightest  gem 

That  decks  the  monarch's  crown  :  nor  thou,  great 

George, 
Disdain  the  Muse's  prayer ;  most  loyal  she, 
In  raiid  subjection  down  the  tide  of  life, 
Ste&rs  her  light  skiff. — Urg'd  by  the  plaintive  call 
Of  meek  Humanity,  O!  pardon,  now 
If  warm  s'le  pleads  her  cause. — The  savage  race, 
That  prowl  the  desart,  or  that  range  the  wood, 
Are  won  to  tameness  by  the'  attentive  care 
Of  the  kind  gentle  keeper. — Shame  not  man  ; 
Nor  say  his  heart's  more  fell : — 'Tis  easier  far 
o 
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To  soothe  by  tenderness,  thau  awe  by  pow'r, 

Quit  then  the  bloody  purpose,  nor  persist 

To  conquer  when  the  field  is  fairer  gain'd 

By  reconciling. — To  the'  nngratetul  toil 

Commission'd,  shuddering  beats  the  soldier's  heart. 

Not  so,  when  from  the  ploui^h  in  eager  haste, 

Rons'd  by  the  call  to  arms,  the  shouting  bands 

Rush'd  emulous,  reluctant  none,  nor  held 

By  loves  or  home ; — each  buniuig  to  supply 

The  waste  of  war,  and  anxious  to  advance 

The  common  glory. — Spiritless  now  and  sad 

Embaik  the  destin'd  troops  :  the  veteran  brave, 

That  dauntless  bore  the  variegated  woes 

Of  long-protracted  war : — the  veteran  brave, 

That  won  on  many  a  plain  the  bloody  palm 

Of  Victory,  amidst  the  dying  groans 

Of  slaughter'd  thousands  firmly  undismay'd  ; 

Now  hangs  in  tender  thought  his  honest  front, 

Averse  to  slay  his  brother : — at  the  word, 

(Awful,  yet  sacred  to  his  patient  ear) 

He  lifts  indeed  the  steel,  while  down  his  cheek 

The  big  drop  flows, nor  more  he  dreads  the  womid 

That  bores  his  vitals,  than  the  stroke  he  gives. 

Say  therefore, '  Sword  be  sheath'd,' — fair  hi  the  sky. 

Now  cloudy,  then  the  dawn  of  joy  will  spread 

Its  warm  reviving  ray — and  every  eye 

That's  misty  now  with  sorrow,  will  grow  brigiit, 

And  smile  away  its  tears :  the  sunny  beam 

Of  mild  returning  confidence  will  cheer 

The  kindred  countries: — Commerce,  on  her  couch 

Now  drooping  wounded,  then  will  rear  her  head, 

Charm'd  into  health  ; — and  from  her  various  store 

Will  cull  the  sweetest  flowers,  and  form  a  wreath 

To  crown  the  temples  of  her  Patriot-King. 
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Society,  like  thong  of  leather, 

Fast  binds  in  clusters  men  together  ; 

And  thoui;h  it  cannot  be  forgotten, 

That  some  are  ripe,  and  some  are  rotten, 

Yet, — let  it  still  be  understood, 

They  all  promote  the  genera!  good. 

For  tlHs  the  Patriot's  fire  arises, 

That  glows  at  every  trying  crisis, 

V/ith  each  inferior  strife,  and  stir  too. 

Whence  spring  they?  bnt  from  pnblic  virtue. 

Though  diiFerent  plains,  like  streams,  'tis  true, 

By  different  rills  their  course  pursue ; 

Though  oft  t'ney  seem,  to  mortals  bHnd, 

Repugnant  to  the  end  design'd, 

Appearing,  as  by  error  led, 

To  flow  through  many  a  mazy  bed ; 

Yet  still  at  length  we  see  them  glide, 

Meandering  to  the  common  tide. 

Smile  on,  ye  grave,  in  deep  derision, 
I  shrink  not  from  my  proposition, 
But  still  aver  all  Britons  merit 
The  praise  of  Patriotic  Spirit; 
As  far  as  e'er  their  power  can  stretch, 

From  N descending  down  to  Ketch. 

That  statesmen  guard  the  pnblic  weal, 
We  all  must  own,  for  all  must  feel : 
'Tis  1  heir's  to  watch  with  ardour  keen. 
And  careful  drive  the  grand  machine  ; 
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To  charm  the  passengers  from  fretting, 

And  keep  the  whole  from  oversetting. 

But  still  inferior  hands  may  bring 

Some  little  help, — may  oil  a  spring, — 

May  point, — '  There,  round  that  corner  turn  ye,' 

And  wish  the  folks  a  pleasant  journey. 

All  have  their  use, — there's  nothing  plainer, 
From  this  each  traveller's  a  gainer ; 
And,  though  the  merits  be  but  few, 
Let's  give  to  every  imp  his  due. 
This  social  fire  though  ail  possess, 
In  some  there's  nothing  blazes  less; 
So  many  a  close  attempt  is  made, 
O'er  the  bright  flame  to  hold  a  shade, 
To  keep  their  worth  from  beina:  known, 
While  conscience  hugs  itself  alone  : 
As  some  of  alms  will  never  boast, 
And  look  least  pleasd  when  giving  most. 

But,  Cynics,  spare  the  odd  behaviour. 
If  well  you  walk,  ne'er  blame  the  pavicr. 
Should  you,  when  wandering  in  the  night, 
Some  scoundrel  urge  to  set  you  right, 
Now,  though  he  blasts  you  with  a  curse. 
You'll  take  the  better  from  the  worse, 
Nor  think  the  greeting  ill-bestovv'd, 
If  wliile  he  damns,  he  shows  the  road  ; 
But  straight  jog  home,  no  more  affrighted, 
Than  if  an  honest  watchman  lighted. 

Learn  tiien  the  best  to  cull  from  evil. 
As  Saints  take  warning  by  the  Devil. 
And, — if  the  IMuse,  whose  judgment  nice  is, 
Shows  public  good  in  private  vices, 
The  holiest  tongue  must  cease  to  stir, 
But  instant  own  without  demur, 
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VVliile  modest  matrons  start  at  Drury, 

The  thief's  as  useful  as  the  jury, 

Since  both  the  mind  strong  truths  impress  on, 

And  teach  the  world  an  awful  lesson. 

Our  various  Patriots  then  revere, 

Tlieir  hearts  are  sound,  though  manners  queer: 

Though  some  to  outward  vision  seem 

To  sport  in  phrensy's  antic  dream, 

The  aims  of  each  labonous  self  are 

Intended  for  the  public  welfare. 

This  glorious  end  alone  pursuing. 

They,  bold  like  Cnrtius,  laugh  at  ruin ; 

For  this,  if  we  their  schemes  unravel. 

They  drink,  whore,  mortgage,  game,  and  travel. 

Enthusiast  in  the  paths  of  Science, 
Banks  bade  tiie  stormy  waves  detiance ; 
Fair  Nature's  volume  to  explore, 
He  ^  fought  with  seas  unsail'd  before, 
And  earn'd,  by  Argonautic  toil. 
Fresh  honours  for  his  native  soil : 
Him  Wisdom  lov'd,  thus  worthy  found, 
And  Britain  hail  d  him  as  she  crown'd. 

But  say — '  Can  one  Adventurer's  claim 
Exhaust  the  trumpet  voice  of  fame  ? 
No  garland  has  my  country  now. 
To  bind  another  pilgrim's  brow  ? 
Be  mine  the  merit,' — Florio  cries, 
And  cross  the  Channel  gaily  flies  ; 
Tlirough  thick  and  thin,  drives  mad  and  giddy  on. 
Now  here,  now  there,  now  in  meridian, 
(Unless  perchance  when  Louis  fail) 
A  meteor — with  a  tier}-  tail. 

With  such  mad  seas  the  daring  Gama  fought. 

THOMSON. 
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Think  you  his  aim  in  eacli  manoeuvre, 
Is  but  to  scare  the'  astonish'd  Louvre? 
Ah  no  ! — in  all  the  dissipation 
He  loves  the  interest  of  Lis  nation, 
And,  mindful  of  the  Patriot  ruie, 
For  our  instruction — plays  the  fool. 

Connubial  faith, — the'  unbroken  vow, — 
How  bless'd!   Who  dares  to  disallow? 
Lothario  strong  in  this  agrees, 
And — urges  every  wife  he  sees  ; 
Sure — if  the'  attack  should  fail  upon  her, 
The  sex  is  happy  in  her  honour  : 
And, — if  his  stratagems  surprise  her, 
Ker  fall  may  make  the'  unsteady  wiser. 
The  husband  from  his  doze  may  start, 
And,  though  he  long  disdain'd  her  heart. 
May  look  the  thief  with  visage  fierce  on. 
Who  dar'd  defile  the  slighted  person. 
*  Draw — draw  to  set  the  matter  right,' — 
But  is  Lothario  wrong  to  fight  ? 
No, — Public  Virtue  swells  his  veins, 
Whoever  falls, — his  country  gains : 
This  none  can  doubt ;  your  feelings  ask,  all; 
For  'tis  a  gain  to  lose  a  rascal. 

When  trade  unclogg'd  can  turn  its  wheels. 
The  influence  kind  the  kingdom  feels  ; 
Each  iiand,  in  fit  degree  and  measure, 
Coniributes  to  the  public  treasure. 
These  truths  Northumberland  convince, 
Who  lives  in  just  magnificence. 
And, — while  his  bounty  wide  distils 
For  England's  welfare — pays  his  bills. 
But  dilferent  notions  Cotta  strike, 
For  why  should  Patriots  judge  alike? 
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It  shocks  his  greatness  to  describe 

How  '  Peasants  gall  tlie  Courtier's  kibe,' 

Au  upstart  race,  that  no  one  knows, 

Who  yet  have  folly  to  suppose, 

That  honest  wealth  is  better  far 

Than  guilt  and  want  beneath  a  star, 

'  Let  every  man  preserve  his  station  ; 

What's  rule — without  subordination  r' 

Till  wiser  heads  confess  the  flaw, 

And  plan  a  sumptuary  law, 

Impatient  some  redress  to  get. 

See  Cotta  plunges  into  debt, 

(From  bailiffs  safe) — and  much  commends 

This  practice  to  his  hungry  friends  : 

So  war  is  wag'd  with  every  trader, 

Dear  Honour  !  lest  the  rogues  degrade  her  : 

And  wliat  contrivance  is  more  sure 

To  humble, — than  to  keep  ihem  poor? 

When  in  contention  sharp  of  old, 
As  legendary  tales  unfold. 
Two  ^  rival  deities  design'd 
Their  choicest  presents  to  mankind, 
With  envy  kindling, — warm  enforcer  ! 
This  gave  an  olive,  that  a  courser. 

Thus  some, — as  other  plans  have  miis'd  th.em, 
Keveie  the  vegetable  system. 
And  tliink  their  virtue  grounded  sure 
In  growth  of  timber,  and — luanure. 
Hence,  up  the  slope  plantations  spread, 
And  crown  the  hill's  once  dreary  head  ; 
Hence,  downward  as  the  vale  descends, 
The  harvest  ocean  wide  extends  ; 

♦  Mineiva  aud  \eptuiie. 


62  ESSAY  ON  THE  CONTRARIETIES 

Glad  Britain — how  these  prospects  cliarm  her! 

Her  Medal  ^  decks  the  Patriot  Farmer, 

Who  counts  his  stock, — and  hopes  he's  sliown 

His  country's  riches  in  his  own. 

Not  so  the  'Squire  of  boistrous  spirit, 

Who,  studious  of  equestrian  merit, 

To  thrifty  care  makes  no  pretences. 

But  scours  the  fields,  and  breaks  the  fences. 

Vain  may  the  tenant  urge  his  speeches, 

New  till  the  soil,  and  mend  the  breaches, 

Yet  no  restraint  his  landlord  clogs ; — 

Devoted  as  a  prey  to  dogs, 

He  hates  ignoble  frugal  ways, 

And — wild  in  the  career  of  praise, 

Cries,  as  he  spurs  his  foaming  steed, 

*  To  me  Old  England  owes  the  breed.' 

Do  various  loads  the  nation  press? 
'Tis  noble  sure  to  make  them  less  : 
This  Vigil  does,  and  labours  hard 
To  cog  the  die,  or  palm  the  card  : 
l-'i  ofuse  in  packs,  as  round  they  lie, 
He  often  turns  the'  applaudiiig  eye; — 
And, — though  he  cheats,  thinks  nothing  of  it, 
Since  his  dear  country  shares  the  protit. 
Keen  Censure  then  her  frown  relaxes, 
Without  consumption  what  are  taxes? 

Taxes  !  But, '  why'  Thersites  growls, 
Must  every  bird  be  stripp'd  by  owls? 
Shall  two  or  three,  in  pamper'd  ease, 
Lay  contributions  as  tiicy  please, 
Wiiile  all  the  rest,  in  station  humble, 
Tame  bear  the  loss, — nor  dare  to  grumble  !' 

s  Medals  given  by  the  Society  for  tbe  encouraging  Art 
and  Sciences. 
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Peace,  Snarler, — know,  with  steady  soul 

The  Patriot  can  applaud  the  whole  ; 

And  justly  crowns  with  equal  praise 

The  man  who  levies,  and  who  pays. 
'Tis  tiue,  the  Doctor  of  finances 

By  nof.trums  oft  his  fund  enhances  : 

But  then  his  skill  in  physic's  great, 

He  knows  the  ailments  of  the  state, 

Intent,  as  suits  the  sad  disaster. 

To  cup,  prick,  purse,  or  spread  a  plaister. 

A  plethora's  now  the  case,  there's  needing 

Strict  regimen,  and  copious  bleeding. 

He  therefore  acts  the  s'.'.bject  best 

Wlio  scorns  the  order  to  contest ; 

But  claps  a  calm  contented  face  on, 

And  yields  the  most  to  till  the  bason. 

To  sive  his  part,  through  various  stages 
The  ^lanufacturer  engages ; 
And  tiiinks  there's  merit  at  his  door, 
AVhose  business  feeds  the  labouring  poor, 
While  to  the  keen  Exciseman's  eyes 
Accumulating  duties  rise. 

'  Curse  on  the  drudge's  dirty  toil,' 
Exclaims  my  haughty  lord  of  soil, 
(Though  oft  his  title-deeds  may  rest 
Safe  in  the  usurer's  iron  chest ;) 

Unpaid  let  other  calls  remain, 
I'll  still  uphold  my  menial  train ; 
Economy  ! — 'tis  base  to  court  her, 
Each  Footman  ^  is  a  state-supporter  ; 
To  balk  the  cause  a  coward's  sin  is, 
I'll  bravely  pay  the  hundred  guineas.' 

<  New  tax  on  servants. 
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Deep  Bibo  soaks,  and  boasts  the  reason, 
*  Wine's  the  best  antidote  to  treason, 
Our  bumpers  large  revenues  bring, 
I  drink  my  claret  for  my  King.' 
Yet  still  his  zeal  by  far  surpasses, 
Who  empties  first,  then  breaks  the  glasses  ^ 

How  Fnngns  glows  with  patriot  pride  ; 
While  credit  pours  an  even  tide ! 
Thus  buoy'd  along,  tiuough  fairy  scenes, 
He  clubs  his  share  to  w  ays  and  means ; 
At  length  the  dun's  incessant  clamour 
Dooms  every  chattle  to  the  hammer  j 
Still  there's  decorum  in  his  fall, 
Since  now  the  Auction  ^  closes  all. 

Smile,  Walpole's  ghost ^,  untaught  to  feign, 
For  private  folly's  public  gain : 
And  bid  old  Cecil  ^  smooth  his  brow, — 
If  England  thrives, — no  matter  how. 

Vespatiau  thus,  the  bee  of  money. 
From  every  weed  could  gather  honey  : 
Though  squeamish  Titus  leer'd  and  iaugh'd, 
The  wiser  father  blessd  the  craft ; 
And,  when  his  bags  tiie  cash  was  sure  in, 
Ne*er  thought  the  tribute  smelt  of  urine. 


^  New  lax  on  slass-wares, 

*'  Ditto  on  auctions. 

7  Sir  Robert  VValnole,  first  Earl  of  Orforrt. 

s  Probably  William  Cecil,  Lord  BurUi'jh,  is  Lere  dtisi^ 
Mated. 
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THE  JUSTICE: 

A  CANTATA. 

RECITATIVE. 

Compos'd,  the  Justice  sat  in  easy  state; 
A  crowd  assembling,  tlaindei'd  at  the  gate  : 
The  porter,  to  his  post  accustom'd  long, 
First  ask'd  the  cause,  then  introdiic'd  the  tlirong : 
Midst  these,  a  sire  enraii'd.  two  culprits  brought, 
Her  swelling  waist  prorlain»'d  the  damsel's  fault ; 
The  young  seducer  look'd  abash'd  anri  pale, 
While  thus  the  talher  urg'd  his  angry  tale  : 

SONG. 

See  that  wretch,  base  ends  pursuing. 

Low  has  brought  my  child  to  shame- 
See  in  her  my  honour's  ruin, 

Death  of  honour,  death  of  fame  ! 

Well  to  match  her  ripenin:;  beauty 
Oft  I've  form'd  the  fondest  schemes; 

Bat  this  fall,  this  breach  of  duty, 
Turns  my  hopes  to  idle  dreams. — 

Curse  the  traitor's  late  repenting — 
Vengeance,  vengeance  I  demand — 

War  recruits  is  ever  wanting — 
Let  liim  die  on  foreign  land. 

RECITATIVE. 

He  pans'd — for  rage  his  faltering  voice  oppre*s'd — 
Tiie  magistrate  the  tremblin;;  youth  addicss'd, 
Dispell'd  his  terrors  with  a  rising  smile — 
And  thus  the  youth  began  in  artless  style: 
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SONG. 

If  the  laws  I  have  offended, 

Here  for  pardon  let  me  sue : 
'Twas  a  crime  I  ne'er  intended, 

Love's  tlie  only  crime  I  knew. 
Love  I  plead,  (be  this  prevailing) 

Love  in  early  youth  begun  ; — 
We  had  never  known  this  failing, 

Had  yon  tyrant  made  us  one. 
On  our  knees  we  oft  have  pray'd  him, 

Oft  have  own'd  our  mutual  flame  : 
Wretched  therefore  if  we've  made  him, 

On  himself  must  rest  the  blame. 

RECITATIVE. 

He  spoke,  and  on  his  partner  turn'd  his  eye, 
Who  deep  encrimson'd  made  this  short  reply  : 

AIR, 

Gracious  sir,  this  faithful  youth 
Well  has  spoke  the  voice  of  truth. 
Kind  dispenser  of  the  laws, 
Show  compassion  to  our  cause — 
Hear  me  on  my  bended  knee — 
Spare  his  life,  and  pity  me. 

RECITATIVE. 

The  Judge  not  long  in  useless  silence  sate, 
But  instant  rose,  and  thus  announc'd  their  fate  : 

AIR.  1   j 

Relentless  parent,  since  to  me  ( 

Ls  now  refer'd  the  last  decree,  ( 

Mark  and  observe  my  Just  command, — 
I  doom  him  not  to  foreign  land, 
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But  to  a  sentence  mild  and  kind — 
Be  botli  at  Hymen's  altar  joiu'd  ; 
And  may  their  passion  ne'er  decay, 
Till  ebbing  life  shall  sink  away. 

RECITATIVE. 

The  listening  crowd  the  fair  award  approv'd, 
The  youth  they  favour'd,  and  the  maid  they  lov'd. 
While  thanks  and  praises  did  their  tongues  employ, 
They  thus  in  chorus  testified  their  joy  ; 

CHORUS. 

Happy  pair,  who  thus  have  found 
Friendship,  when  you  fear'd  a  foe  ! 

While  the  year  revolves  around, 
May  your  bliss  revolving  flow  ! 

Parents,  to  your  children's  pleasure 

Be  your  close  attention  paid  ; 
Nor  for  titles,  pomp,  or  treasure, 

Cut  the  knot  that  love  has  made. 

And  to  thee,  thou  judge  of  peace, 

Our  best  gratitude  is  due  ; 
May  each  couple  love  like  these — 

May  each  Justice  act  like  you  ! 


THE    NAVY. 

A  FRAGMENT. 


Down  the  variegated  side 
Of  Edgecombe's  far-recorded  knoll, 
(Joy  of  nereids,  Cornwall's  pride) 
Where  Art  extends  her  mild  control 
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But  just  to  check  what  Nature's  liberal  hand 
Has  spread  in  gay  hixuriance  wide, 
Of  rocks,  dells,  groves,  a  fairy  land  ; 
The  Muse,  astonish'd,  trac'd  her  lingering  way, 
Unsettled  what  to  leave,  and  wondering  where  to 
stay. 


FRAGMENT. 


Scrannel  pipe,  of  scanty  tone, 

Yield  the  prize,  and  yield  it  due — 
Pan,  if  here,  must  surely  own 

From  thee  no  heavenly  rapture  grew — 
Tliine's  the  frolic  to  advance 
Kustic  joy,  and  rustic  dance. — 
Merry  glee,  in  many  a  round 
Tripping  o'er  the  daisied  ground, 
Prais'd  thy  note,  while  rival  feet 
Strove  thy  movements  fast  to  meet.— 
*      '  *        *        *        *         * 


EARLY  GREY  HAIRS. 

O'ER  my  head,  e'en  yet  a  boy, 
Care  has  tisrown  an  early  snow — 

Care,  be  gone! — a  steady  joy 

Soothes  the  heart  that  beats  below. 

Thus,  thouglj  Alpinejops  retain 
Endless  winter's  hoary  wreath  j 

Vines,  and  fields  of  golden  grain, 
Cheer  the  happy  sons  beneath. 
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BAGATELLE. 

Every  hour  a  pleasure  dies — 

What  is  thought,  but  nurse  to  sorrow?- 
He,  that  wishes  to  be  wise, 

Lives  to  day,  and  mocks  to-morrow. 


BIRTH-DAY  OF  MISS  S.  C. 

Exulting  on  the  balmy  gale, 

When  Flora  wakes  the  May-dew  morn, 
The  Rose-bud  all  with  rapture  hail. 

Sweet  glory  of  the  lovehest  thorn  ! 
Each  day  refines  the  rich  peifume — 

Glad  Flora  smiles — the  zephyr  blows — 
^Vhile  opening  with  a  gradual  bloom 

The  favourite  ripens  to  a  Rose. 

Thus  in  our  Susan's  shape  and  face, 
Respondent  to  her  angel  soul, 

The  growth  of  each  attractive  grace 
W^e  mark — as  annual  circles  roll. 

Advance,  ye  years  ! — And  every  charm. 
Which  Venus  boasts,  shall  sure  be  given 

While  fostering  Friendship  joys  to  form 
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VERSES 

OCCASIONED  BY  HEARING  THAT  A  GENTLKMAN  AT 
THE  HOTWELL,  BRISTOL,  HAD  WRTITEN  SATIRI- 
CAL VERSES  ON  A  LADY.      1779. 

For  nobler  purposes  design'd 

Than  puny  war  lo  wage, 
What  cause  can  sink  a  hero's  mind 

To  worse  than  woman's  rage  ? 

What  female  fault  can  rouse  the  soul 

To  dip  the  rancorous  quill  ? 
How  justify  the'  envenom'd  scroll 

One  female  fame  to  kill? 

If  frailty  aims  the  sliglit  offence, 

What  man  perceives  the  smart? 
O  !  let  not  bravery  and  sense 

Return  tlte  feeble  dart. 

O'er  the  soft  sex  love  gladly  throws 

Its  adamantine  shield. 
And  few  are  ever  known  their  foe-., 

Or  try  the'  inglorious  field. 

Thus  on  the  form  of  Beauty's  queen 

One  only  Greek  was  found, 
Rough  Diomed,  with  weapon  keen, 

Who  dar'd  inflict  u  wound. 

FINIS. 


C.  WHITTINGHAM,  Vrinter,  K3,  Gosw-P  bti-ecl. 
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